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WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 


That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 
the highest standard set by his com- 
petitors. His product has to be good 
to survive—it’s as simple as that. So 
if he changes it at all, you can be sure 


he’s aiming at something better. 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world? — you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 


your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 



























MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 














A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


t YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You-can earn the 
p to respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
2OMm- ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
700d cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
. So ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
d successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
rod- even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 


Ing DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
But doctors’ approved course. 
1 IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
as wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 
. STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
just study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
IN right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
‘i and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
1ON right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17195 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITALS HOOL OF NURSING 
12L95 Audiforium Bldg. Chicago 5, Ill. 
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“Surely you’re not 
that old-fashioned!” 


It’s almost incomprehensible to Tampax 
users how anyone could fail to use in- 
ternal sanitary protection. Yet chere’s 
a compliment for you behind their be- 
wildered surprise—their blunt comments. 
They think of you as being as modern 
and alert as they are. What in the world 
is holding you back from using Tampax? 
Well, what is? Fears? Doubts? ... 
‘My dear,” users will tell you, “Tampax 
was invented by a doctor. It’s perfectly 
simple to use and change; in fact you 
don’t even feel it when it’s in place.” 
They believe fervently that you should 
use Tampax because it’s so much of a 
help on “problem days”’ . . . no belts, no 
pins, no pads, no odor problems, no 
disposal problems. “And,” they’ll add, 
Tampax is so Convenient to carry with 
you... so small, so inconspicuous!” 


After a while you begin to wonder if 
you aren’t out of step...if you shouldn't 
at least #ry Tampax. You find there are 
3 absorbencies at drug or notion coun- 
ters: Regular, Super, Junior. You choose 
the one that suits your needs, and first 
thing you know, you wear the surprised 
look when you meet a non-Tampax-user. 
Surely, surely, every woman should use it! 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 
I enjoy reading your advice to 
people with problems. My problem is 


- rather serious and I hope you can offer 


me a means to a solution. I will soon be 
married two years, but of all that time 
my husband has been in the V.A. hospi- 
tal for one year and eight months. He 
is very jealous and calls me up at home 
every night. I love him, but he keeps 
straight behind me. Whenever I go to 
the movies with other married girl 
friends, he wants to know what time I 
get home. Please answer as soon as 


possible. Thanks. J.B.W. 


Dear J.B.W.: 

I would suggest that your husband 
consult a psychiatrist at his V.A. hospital 
and have a long talk with him concern- 
ing his attitude towards you. I feel that 
he needs help from qualified doctors to 
help him understand that you need your 
freedom and should be treated like an 
adult. Ask your husband’s doctor to 
refer you to a marriage counselor who 
will help you iron out your difficulties. 
Even though he berates you for going 
out with your girl friends, I would advise 
that you continue taking a night out 
every now and then. You really should 
be congratulated on your faithfulness to 
your husband. Many women would have 
chosen to forget their husbands and seek 
male companionship elsewhere. A heart 
to heart talk with a marriage counselor 
or psychiatrist will do you both worlds 
of good. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 


My problem concerns a boy whom I 





Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
... gives youthful color to gray hair. . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 

. Starts you looking younger, lovelier . .. 
this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box. . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


== 


In 18 flattering shades 
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1 e Shampoo hair thoroughly. 2% Apply Godefroy’s Lorie- 3. After color has devel- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- oped, shampoo hair again, 
Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. set in your fovorite style. 
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Send A Copy 


‘o Your Friends 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 









Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 








[_] If possible, send the September issue. 
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love very much. Every time someone 
says anything about me, he makes it into 
a practical joke. He is always calling 
his friends around when we are alone 
although he knows I want to be alone 
with him. Does he really love me? Please 
help me solve my problem. He tells me 
sometimes that he loves me but I don’t 
believe him. Tell me what to do. 
Rosemary G. 


Dear Rosemary: 

You are more serious about your boy 
friend than he is about you and the 
unevenness of the relationship makes you 
a bit unhappy . . . is that it? To begin 
with the boy probably does like you a 
lot but tells you he loves you only when 
you pressure him into making such a 
statement. Maybe that’s why he always 
likes to have his friends around him 
when you come on the scene because 
you are making him say things to you 
that he just doesn’t feel. Take a tip from 
me and try earning his friendship and 
let love take care of itself. You'll have 
a lot more fun, less heartache and scores 
of friends, boys that is! When your 
friend makes these practical jokes about 
you, try your best to think of something 
funny he has said or done in the past. 
By no slip of chance should you let 
him or anyone else know that his jokes 
have touched your “tender” spot. Laugh 
with the rest of the crowd and they’ll 
soon be laughing along with you instead 
of at you. Don’t worry too much about 
this love you are experiencing at the 
moment. Probably by the time you’ve 
read this letter you'll be well on the way 
to another “heart interest.” Remember 
that girls just don’t chase fellows, at 
least they are not so obvious as you 
are, especially if they want to be 
“caught.” So try playing things a little 
“cool.” Don’t wear your heart on your 
sleeve and it won’t get kicked around. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

The worst thing that could happen 
to someone in love is for the girl he 
loves to say goodbye to him forever. 
My girl has told my friends that she 
has just been playing around with me 
from the start. When I asked her about 
this she didn’t bother to deny it one 
bit. She told me if I believed she said 
it, then that was my business, so I 
just took it for granted that she would 
never tell me whether she said it or 
not. She said I would find out later. I 


waited for a week and nothing hap- 
pened. When I saw her again I spoke 
to her, but she wouldn’t speak to me. 
I would like to know the reason why. 
I have tried to think things out and 
not to worry too much, but I am find- 
ing it very difficult to get any sleep. I 
tried making up to her by giving her 
presents and all sorts of things, but 
that hasn’t worked either. I wrote her 
a letter and she showed it to her family. 
They were all fond of me once, but | 
don’t think they like me right now. I 
think if I had some advice on what to 
do I might be able to make up with 
my girl. Do you think I’ve waited too 
long to ask her forgiveness? Is two 
weeks a long time? 


John Henry Green, Jr. 


Dear John: 

Looks as if you’re completely out of 
luck! Or either you’re playing your 
cards wrong. Better make a quick check- 
up and see where you’ve “flubbed the 
dub.” Are you positively sure you didn’t 
do anything to your girl friend to cause 
this “ice water” treatment? Forget a 
birthday or something? Any sincere 
compliments handed her way recently? 
Something is obviously the matter, be- 
cause most young ladies wouldn’t stop 
speaking to a fellow for no reason at 
all. The fault may be quite trivial. It 
may be cleared away in a matter of 
minutes with the correct procedure. 
Maybe she is going through as much 
misery and heartache as you are. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a girl of 18 and very much in love 
with a fellow who is 23. We have been go- 
ing together for 18 months and we are now 
engaged to be married. He received his 
discharge from the Air Force recently and 
went home. He tried to get me to go with 
him but I wouldn’t. He promised to write 
and come back and get me, then we would 
be married. He has been gone a week now 
and hasn’t written yet. Do you think I 
should get another boy friend or wait for 
him. Please help me! A “Puzzled” Girl. 


Dear “Puzzled”: 

If you don’t trust your fiance more than 
you do now you will be making a big mis- 
take to marry him if he does show up for 
the wedding. Give the man a chance to get 
home before you begin distrusting him. You 
sound pretty fickle to me if you are think- 
ing about getting another boy friend when 
the one you intend to marry has been out 
of sight for only seven days. 
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By Margo Hughes 


_—- HOLLYWOOD TO HARLEM columnist got to 
thinking it was about time we took a chance and picked 
up on what’s with this rock and roll business, so we dug one 
of those rocking sessions where the foursomes and the blues 
shouters and variety acts keep rolling at you like the whole 
thing might be going out of style, so get your fill tonite. 
We're still caught in the spin of it. We dug the Four Fel- 
lows . . . a classy looking group and they didn’t sound bad 
either. Then, The Nutmegs . . . a bunch of real live ones 
that maneuver from mike to mike and get carried away with 
everything but a song. When these simmer down we get 
The Moonglows . . . in flashy blood-orange suits and a precision routine, so you 
dig right away what goes on at rehearsal time, nobody goofed a shift yet. Then, 
The Midnighters wailing Henry Got Flat Feet, He Can’t Dance No More. Then the 
gals shout a while, we see Gene and Eunice, and somewhere in between a duo called 
Charlie and Ray. Behind all this Buddy Johnson wails in the background, which 
is real crazy for this kind of show. And then comes Bo Diddley, rock ’n roll 
dished up Western style . . . this is the end. The kids are hanging from the bal- 
cony. Now we wonder if ours was a cool pretense at digging longhair the most, 
for by this time we’re hanging with the crowd. This was Rock ’n Roll at the 
Apollo, by Tommy (Dr. Jive) Smalls. And, we might add, this made the daddy 
of the rock ’n rollers, Allan Freed, rather unhappy. In fact, the “Moondog” was 
about as mad as a lad could be ‘cause he didn’t get there first. This little deal 
matched the box office record of “Mr. Wonderful” Sammy Davis, Jr. So, when 
you call this a crazy craze, just remember Roy Milton.de-iced Alaska, and word 
sifts in from Korea that 
Lloyd (Lawdy, Lawdy, Law- 
dy Miss Clawdy) Price, now 
a member of the Eighth 
Army Special Section, has 


se 





Diahann Carroll 


Uncle Sam’s troops doing 
cadence on a rock ’n roll 
kick, and, the grapevine says 
there’s a madcap group 
ready with a little ditty 
called Hula With Me Lula 
to invade Hawaii. 

Newest act to hit the 
scene is a duo tagged 
The Tone Twins. One of 
the twins, Leonard Tusey, 
was former baritone with 
the original Ravens, and 
has just returned from 
the Army. The other is 
well known singer-guitar- 
ist, Jimmy “Babyface” 
Lewis. These two fellows 
teamed up for one re- 
cording date, which went 
so well they’ve decided to 
stay together and be an 


Arthur Lee Simpkins act. 















make BIG MONEY 


with amazing new 


INSULATED 


Jackets and Shoes! 


Top Men Make 


$5 - $10 


in an hour! 















Get Seles Kit 
FREE! 







QUICK CASH IN SPARE TIME! 
Same Type Subzero Insulation As In 
U.S. — Coldbar Suit! 
1 9 AFLOAT IM LY 
ta ANDAR Cet “chatatumeteny 


Now! Start a highly protitable 
business without investing acent! 
Act quick, be FIRST in town to 
take orders for sensational new Mason /Jnsulated 
Jackets and Shoes . . . results of a remarkable scien- 
tific discovery : a new miracle insulation with thou- 
sands of viny! air cells that mee J pectont “dead air 


space” insulation! be 1 8 DRY In down RM even at Arc- 
tic temperatures: mena aaetg ab- 
sorb waeer)t ot ®@ Protected from strong WINDS! 


It's the same type miracle insulation used in famous 
U.S. Army Coldbar Suit! Because these Mason Prod- 
ucts are not sold in stores, folks must buy from you! 
BL ye py for just 2 amazing Insulated Shoe 
et combi a day in spare time 

| ae earn $90 Extra Income in one week! 


Miracle Features Make Money for You Fast! 


Your friends, fellow workers, truck drivers, postmen, 
gas station, construction men—hundreds right around 
home will fill your pockets with cash! Lightweight 
jacket, covered with water - repellent Nylon, has de- 
tachable hood. Both Boots, Shoes are rugged leather, fea- 
ture Air Cushion innersoles, Neoprene Cush- N-Crepe 
outsoles. With this miracle combination, walk out in 
or wet, yet, coon or windy weather and stay warm and 
Men wearing Insulated Jacket & 
} ie Mason's Insulated Pants can float in water 
indefinitely! Outdoors men will buy all THREE! 
190 OTHER Money-makers! 
You have 190 OTHER fast-selling shoes, jackets to help you 
build a big, repeat-order business! EVE RYBO BODY needs shoes 
and jackets. Nationally-advertised Mason products sell fast. 
You offer 170 styles for men, women: om. sport, work 3 
complete jacket line. You actually more shoes in 2 
Greater range of sizes, widthe thanany sterete your sowet 
Tostart this excitin pesiness slant owen, rush the coupon 
now. You'll receive Jacket & Shoe Saies 
Kit eet an a second md Air ehion ae eae How-to- 
make Everything need to 
start making Bie CASH SH PROFITS the frat hour! Ne Send now! 


MASON nie tek itis? isconsin 


Send for FREE Outfit! 
Mr. Ned Mason, —— MA-773 
Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewe Falls, Wis. 4 

Yes!" I want oo Re CUREE to tghe exdeve and make j 
cash i 


in spare time with Mason’s amazing 
Insulated Jackets & Shoes! Rush my FREE Sales Kit! 
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Before teaming as a quartet with the 
Carroll Brothers, Larry and Billy Austin 
were well on the way to fame as a song- 

_ and-dance act. Now Larry Austin is re- 

sponsible for the unique arrangements 

of the group 
known as The 
| Four Guys. The 

Carroll Brothers 

are the white half 

of the group. 




























Al Hibbler, 

blind ex- 
Duke Elling- 
| ton vocalist, 
who had just 
about had it, 
is having it again. His overnight 
smash recording of “Unchained 
Melody” has brought about the re- 
issue of two tunes that made him 
famous some years ago: Do Nothing 
Till You Hear From Me, and Don’t 
Get Around Much Anymore. Now 
Al is getting around to warbling at 
some of the same spots that once 
| paid $150 for his talent at $3,000 


per. 












Savannah Churchill 



















During a cross-country tour, Ham- 
mond organ artist, Bill Doggett, a for- 
mer pianist-arranger, was discovered by 
a Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer talent scout. 
Now Doggett has a signed contract to do 
background music for several upcoming 
MGM motion pictures. 














SO LOVELY, SO ADORED 





Singing doll, 
Eartha Kitt, 
whose career 
started asa 





And small wonder! So many girls 
don’t realize how a dark, dull un- 
attractive skin can be the reason 
for solitary evenings and silent 
telephones. Do something about it 
— now! 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NApINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 


inine voices say, ‘““What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NaprinoLa—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 





James Edwards 


dancer with the 
Katherine Dun- 
ham troupe, is 
planning to set 
up a string of 
dancing 
schools. Eartha 
is real happy 
about her first 


record album, which she calls “Down 


to Eartha.” 


The Count of Basie is taking time out 
to do a masterpiece of words and music 
based on the life of the great blues sing- 
er, Bessie Smith. There’s no question 
its meant for the “queen” Dinah Wash- 


ington as star. 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 









75¢ and $1.25 





As part of his new nite club act, 
just to keep everybody happy, we 
suppose, tenor Arthur Lee Simpkins, 
is singing “The Ballad of Davy 
Crockett” (Continued on Page 56 ) 






FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bieaching Cream is 
riched with fine cosmetic oils 
elieve dryness. 75¢ and $1.10 
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By Gerri Major 


ie GERRI: 

Will you help me decide a wager? 
Does a gentleman remove his hat in the 
elevator of a public building when a 
woman enters? I said he should. 

Grace Fielding 
Newport News, Va. 


Dear Grace: 

You lose your bet. A _ gentleman 
takes off his hat when a lady enters the 
elevator of an apartment house or a 
hotel, but does not in one of an office 
building or department store. The basis 
of all rules of etiquette is common sense, 
and it would be extremely impractical 
for a man in a crowded elevator of a 
business building to snatch off his hat 
when a woman enters. There is hardly 
room enough for him to keep it on his 
head. 

Removing and lifting his hat are con- 
ventional gestures of politeness, a reveal- 
ing indication of a man’s breeding. A 
gentleman lifts his hat when he speaks 
to or is spoken to by a lady, when the 
person he is with addresses a lady or is 
addressed by her. If a man jostles a 
woman or steps on her foot in a crowd, 
he lifts his hat while saying please ex- 
cuse me. If he has an occasion to thank 
a woman for a courtesy—for letting 
him pass in a corridor or calling his at- 
_ to a dropped article—he lifts his 

at. 





Got Relief trom Itching, Stinging of 


ACNE PIMPLES 


“The itching and stinging of my 
acne pimples made me so miserable 
that I used to cry myself to sleep. 
Nothing seemed to help my discom- 
fort. A friend told me about Black 
and White Ointment. I got such 
pleasant relief from the itching 
misery I want to tell others about 
Black and White Ointment.”’ 


Lorraine Augustine 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





Still Only 254 


Now even more reason to get this famous 
ointment to check itching, burning mis- 
ery of eczema, simple ringworm, black- 
heads. Still only 25¢. Trial size 15¢. Save 
most of all on the large 60¢ size. Cleanse 
skin daily with Black and White Soap. 
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. Changeabout 


4 Our Huge-Collar’d 
oP | Reversible Coat 


Style Ne. 161—imagine the two-way 
luxury of this fabulous rayon ben- 
galine coat, fashion-fringed and 
ready to wrap around both daytime 
and party clothes. A pennywise 
prize in navy and beige or black 
and beige. 


Sizes: 9, 11, 13, 15, 17 

10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 | 788 
38, 40, 42, 44, 46, 48,50 18 98 
REFUND PRIVILEGE GUARANTEED 


FLEETWOOD ir 


868 Sixth Avenue, New York 1, N. Y. DEPT.130-95 
Please rush me Style 161: shown 
1st Color 2nd Color 
ae Choice ............ Cholee............. 
O Payment Enclosed. (Add 30¢ for postage 
and handling.) 


0 Send C.0.D. | will pay postage plus C.0.D. 
charges. $1 deposit requested on C.0.D. 


(Print) 
NAME 

















ADDRESS 


CITY & 
ZONE STATE 


























BUILD A MAN, JOYCE 


I would like to comment on the article in 
the May issue of TAN by Joyce Bryant. 

In general the article was very good. How- 
ever, I feel that Miss Bryant has set some very 
rigid standards and qualifications in the man 
she would like to marry. I sincerely believe 
that such a man possessed with all of those 
qualities, would be hard, if not impossible to 
find in this present day. 

I would suggest to Miss Bryant, that she pur- 
chase the necessary equipment and proceed to 
build a man in accordance with her own speci- 
fications. As this is utterly impossible, it can 
therefore be seen that in the end, she will have 
to make many changes and substitutions in or- 
der to obtain real happiness and a true love. 

Sgt. Ephriam Johnson 
San Francisco, Calif. 


| have always been a reader of your maga- 
zine. | am a Negro in Hawaii . . ..a fine place. 

I’m tired of this “hog-wash” about such stars 
as Eartha Kitt and Joyce Bryant and many 
others about the kind of men they will marry. 
A man in his right mind wouldn’t marry either 
one of them. I sometimes wonder what kind 
of man they wanted before they met so-called 
fame. Frankly, neither of them move me as a 
prospect for a wife. 


Lj. 
New York, N. Y. 


TAN FANS 


I have just finished the May issue of TAN. 
| think you are doing a wonderful job on the 
true life stories. Let me congratulate you on 
the wonderful job that you did on “I Married 
A Japanese” and “Headlong Into Heartache.” 

Isaac Cox 
Montgomery, Ala. 


| have just gotten up from my desk after 
reading your TAN Magazine for the first time, 
and | can honestly say that for the first time 
since | have been reading love magazines and 
human interest stories, tonight I found a book 
that I can say is tops in any language. 

I find your magazine interesting because it 
denotes good, wholesome reading material, and 
above all, it does not degrade our race as most 
of our colored magazines do. Your book car- 
ries interesting stories that a person can enjoy 


after a hard day’s work. 
Sinbad Wilmore 
New York, N. Y. 


It was this month that I first read your mag- 
azine and think it is one of the best I have 
ever seen and they amount to many. 

Friedemann Sommerfeld 
New York, N. Y. 


I have certainly enjoyed every story I’ve read 
in your wonderful TAN Magazine. I’ve never 
missed an issue since I’ve been reading them. 

Dora J. Steele 
Oakland, Calif. 
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I am a reader of TAN and I think the whole 
magazine is wonderful. I will admit though 
that I like the true life stories best of all. 

Quite a few people have solved a lot of their 
problems after reading true life stories from 
TAN. And the one in particular that I liked 
was “I Drove Her To Ruin.” You see, it 
brought peace between my stepdaughter and 


myself. 
Alease M. Lassiter 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


ROMANCE WITH MINNIE 

I have just read in the June issue of TAN 
about Barbara Swader’s romance with Minnie 
Minoso. 

It was a heartwarming story. She told her 
own faults and mistakes as well as his. I am 
sure if Barbara had known what type of fellow 
Minnie was she would have never made that 
mistake. 

However, I would like to tell Barbara to trust 
in God and everything will turn out all right. 
Remember the old saying, “For every heart- 
ache someone causes you, they get two in re- 
turn,” and vice versa. 

A reader 
Norristown, Pa. 


I read the story, “My Romance With Minnie 
Minoso” in the June issue of TAN—a some- 
what touching story with disappointments on 
both ends. 

It’s quite sad where Barbara’s little daughter 
has to grow up to listen to make-believe tales 
of her parents. As for people, you can’t stop 
them from talking. In fact, they are out to say 
unkind things about anyone, good or bad. 

I am sure, Barbara, that time will heal these 
wounds. When such situations arise in our life 
we have to pray to the Lord for He is the only 
one that can help us out, and man is not above 
Him. 

B. Cameran 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


LIKES ROY 

I am a regular reader of TAN, my favorite 
magazine. I just finished reading the April 
issue and I really enjoyed the story of Roy 
Hamilton in On The Records column. 

How he began singing in the church choir 
and how he appears as a direct opposite of 
an old school R & B singer was very interest- 
ing to read. I think he’s tops. 

Gloria A. Roshell 
St. Clair, Ala. 


TAN READERS WRITE 
In the April edition of TAN you published 
my letter of November 28, 1954, in which I 
— you to help me find a pen pal in the 


From a trip through France, which lasted 
for several weeks, I returned to Germany only 
a few days ago. During this short time I re- 
— altogether 182 letters from readers of 


I am very grateful to you that you helped 
me to find friends in the USA. You will be 
able to understand that it is impossible for me 
to answer all letters personally. I shall for- 
ward many letters to schools and youth organi- 
zations and thereby take care that all letters 
will be answered. To be sure, it probably can- 
not be avoided that it will still take a few 
more weeks until all letters will be answered. 

I would appreciate it if you could inform 
your readers accordingly. 

At the conclusion of my letter I would like 


to thank you once more sincerely for all your 
efforts in my behalf. 
K. Maute 


Narzissenweg 11, Germany 


A SOLDIER SAYS 


I am writing you to tell you that the story, 
“I Married A Japanese,” is tops. I am a sol- 
dier and have been to Japan and Korea and 
am now stationed in Hawaii. 

I can understand the soldier falling in love 
with a Japanese girl, for they are understand- 
ing and as friendly as any women in the world. 
But I don’t dig his parents and other Negro 
people who are prejudiced toward any other 
colored race . . . or any other race. We are 
the ones who always cry race discrimination. 

If it’s love, I think a person, man or woman, 
should marry whomever they desire. I only 
pray my people wake up along with the rest 
of the world. 

A GL. 


Honolulu, Hawaii 


NIX ON PLAYBOYS 

I managed to catch a glimpse of your publi- 
cation as our ship entered Gibraltar. It was 
the first I’ve seen in a long time . . . and I 
enjoyed it very much. The article, “Do Women 
Like Cave-Man Lovers?” made its point, but 
I failed to get anything out of the story behind 
Grant Smith other than the fact that he is a 
playboy ...a polite name for “pimp.” I also 
gathered from the article that we as a group 
have too many characters like him. His being 
a “play-for-pay” guy with a respectable front 
isn’t unusual, and the fact that he has a ward- 
robe is also unimpressive. Any pimp who 
doesn’t “rag” has no business in “the life.” 

I don’t think TAN meant to convey to the 
public that more young men should be like 
Grant Smith, but all who agree with his out- 
look on life are following false principles. Be- 
cause Smith lacks (in the words of TAN) 
“fortitude and determination” and finds it hard 
to overcome temptation, should we who play 
it straight toiling for sub-standard and medi- 
ocre honest wages follow his tracks. I’m not 
a moralist, but I’m not a fool either. There 
are few men who haven't had to face the di- 
lemma he was confronted with. Many are not 
as rich but a great deal wiser. Using women 
for support is no virtue. It is part of a detest- 
able cycle involving man, woman and other 
man. In such an existence where does the 
money come from if it isn’t obtained from 
divorce, prostitution, adultery, promiscuity or 
some other form of crime or degeneration? 
Where does the money go? “King” Smith has 
lots of shoes, suits, “weak-kneed” women, Cad- 
illacs and other material assets but will he ever 
benefit anyone other than himself? Has he 
ever stopped to consider that somebody else— 
some little guy who plays it “straight”—might 
be taking a financial beating because of him 
and a small-minded female. Where is the 
honor aspect of life? 

What happens when the “straight-living” 
man gets wise and enforces those “cave-man” 
tactics on the “border-line broad”—the kind 
of female who would become a good woman 
with a good dose of wise words followed by 
a rough application of shoe leather? What 
happens when those women begin to utilize 
their efforts toward the lasting things in life 
... a home, babies, the church? Things which 
give life meaning. The castle falls, the “King” 
splits the scene and we have one less problem 
to combat individually and racially. 

José Ananias, SK3, USN 
New York, N. Y. 
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new mother 


The love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of mother- 
hood for alittle girl... the start of love-giving that will make 
her strive and fight for the security of those she loves as long 


as she lives. 


Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of the world’s 


most precious playthings. 


The security that springs from love 


is the very heart of our living. It is a 


privilege known only in a country such 
as ours, where men and women are free 


to work for it. 


And when we live up to the privilege 
of taking care of our own, we also best 


take care of our country. For the strength 


of America is in its secure homes all 
joined in a common security. 

Let America’s security be found in 
your home! 


Saving for security is easy! Read every word—now! 


If you’ve tried to save and failed, 
chances are it was because you didn’t 
have a plan. Well, here’s a savings sys- 
tem that really works—the Payroll 
Savings Plan for investing in U.S. 
Savings Bonds. This is all you do. Go 
to your company’s pay office, choose 
the amount you want to save—a couple 
of dollars a payday, or as much as you 
wish. That money will be set aside for 
you before you even draw your pay. 
And automatically invested in Series 


“KE” U.S. Savings Bonds which are 
turned over to you. 

If you can save only $3.75 a week on 
the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you 
will have $2,137.30. If you can save as 
much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 8 
ynonths will bring you $10,700! 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn 
interest at an average of 3% per year, 
compounded semiannually, when held 
to maturity! And they can go on earn- 
ing interest for as long as 19 years and 


8 months if you wish. Eight million 
working men and women are building 
their security with the Payroll Sav- 
ings Plan. For your family’s sake, how 
about signing up today? 


If you want your interest as cur- 
rent income, ask your banker about 
3% Series ‘‘H’’ Bonds which pay in- 
terest semiannually by Treasury 
check. An excellent investment. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in 
cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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INSPIRATION 
GOLDEN 8OP-TOP 


No. 322 $ 95 
OUR BE ) 
Block, aie Bie or Pi —, ay oct 3° Tie dale Geely <a gales Even as you draw me closer 
Pearl or Rose frames wi ‘ tallic design. Brown, Black « 

an —_ decoration front Brown Shell or Black frames. mg Pink frames. Closer— 

— So close that I feel 


The throbbing of your heart 
Against mine— 
As your fingers unconsciously 





twine 
2 —~ —— In my hair— 
28 No. 106 No. 517A 
GOLDEN Beauty *3°> BOP-TOP $395 DATE BAIT And draw back my head 
Gold color bow-knots 


Lovely gold color scroll New style Brown Shell, 14K ? 
top. Biack, Brown or Pink Black, or Pink Pearl and rims. Black, Brown, For my lips 


frames. Clear or Green frames. frames. " ? 
lenses. To receive your kiss— 


LLL ALE CLASS GE- B0PSf* As your eyes darken with passion 
And your hot breath comes quick- 
IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES nn 

Quicker— 

miss HouLYwoon 2495 Scalding my eyes and throst and 
cheeks 
eh = yg a. With exquisite torture of em- 
Clear or Green lens. Reg. oie 
; ¥ brace— 


$15.95 value. 
No. 405 $495 Now—as you love me 
First gently— 

















DAISY DREAM SET ge 
with FREE | Ow Now roughly— 
matching earrings : j Oh! Bien — 
Ss ee in oc , I shall burst with love. 
frames . 24 K. Gold 
color nose piece and wire i 
—_— leis Like the petals of a dandelion 
Now I float gently— 
Softly— 
Peacefully— 
Back to earth 
And reality. 
—Rosemarye Washington 























i. tote $495 HE-MAN $495 “PROFESSOR a" MY LOVE FOR YOU 


Beautiful plumes of simulated Straight top genuine optical For that intellectual look. 


platinum and sparkling rhine- zy! frame in Tortoise Shell, Rimway style, sparkling gold ' 
stones on Black or Brown Black or Demi-Biond. Special color metal top and sides. My love for you is deep and true, 


fromes. Clear or green lenses. wirecore temple. Clear, Green or Blue lens. n 
I love you more each passing 

day. 
Without you all my hours are blue, 
And all my dreams are gray. 














I look for you when starlight falls 


: No. 95 : 
mews sowwen $695] | wiss"troapway 8495 | | Mii sor = G95 Across the lazy southern hills; 
Genuine zyl, gold color trim. Rimless gold color frame. eilar Gln. Ganl-Anher Fess My heart is Ike a bird thet calls 


Brown or Black frames. Ear pieces in Black, Brown, or Block f 
ink lue Pearl. L vases. $g95 rag ; 
$go5 peal alge lp No. 222 8 Her mate in lilting trills. 

















No. 219 colors — Clear, Green, Blue Same os sooo in deluxe GOLD 
Same as above in deluxe GOLD or Rose Tint. 


FILLED trim. 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. How much I love you none can 


E $2. 98 179 J Market St., Newark 2, N. J. know: 
FRE HERMAN OPTICAL CO. My heart, my soul, my life, is 














179 3 Market St., Newark 2, N. J. 
é s Prayer Cross ime | yours; 


Necklace if you send Your love’s my child that has to 





money with order. grow, 
Although you’ve fled my doors. 


10 DAY FREE triaL 7 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE _ —Herschel M. Stegar 
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MESSAGE 


I do not miss you like I did— 
Young April hurries home 

With musky warmth for plum fire, 
The feel of rich dark loam, 


She leans with hermit ivy 
Against the pasture bars, 
And spangles all the skyway 
With slim and golden stars,— 


And I can listen casually 

And show no trace of flame 
Or quickening-surging longing 
If someone speaks your name 


Or mentions how your shadow 
Once danced across the floor . . . 
I do not miss you like I did— 
Dear heart, I miss you MORE. 
—Gladys Martin 





ACCLAMATION 


I wouldn’t miss the things you 
do— 

Feed the monkeys at the zoo, 

Have a head as thick as mutton, 

Growl about a missing button, 

Argue politics and war, 

Tell old jokes and yawn and snore, 

Lose your shirt in an all night 
game, 

Tease me over some old flame, 

Try to sing deep bass and can’t, 

Hide pipe ashes on a plant, 

Carry bundles by the string— 

I wouldn’t miss them for ANY- 
THING. 

—Gladys Martin 


PLEDGE 


To again be at your side 

I would cross desert, 

River, mountain . . 

Brave merciless rip of wind, 

Pelt of rain, glow of sun; 

Once that journey ended, 

I would pause at a roadside chapel, 
Kneeling to pray in thanksgiving, 
For the supreme gift 

Of you 


To me. 


—Bill Smallwood 





your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
dings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 
















f “Was I thrilled when they selected 


KK Yes, you can beautify aap 
x 
















me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 
camera perfect.” 
Bette F ake 

New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Biack and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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Try this new amazing 
scientific home method to 


Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


Sa —at ankles, calves, 


“Se veurel’ thighs, knees, hips! 
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Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial! 
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Earn 


BIG MONEY 

as a graduate 

PRACTICAL 
NURSE 


Train At Home i in 12 Weeks! 
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tunity for YOU! Earn the Linco 
in 12 weeks’ and 
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oLaM 2UR BE-BO _-~ or Pink 
Pearl or Rose frames with 
gold color decoration front 
and sides. 























io. 29 9 
GOLDEN BEAUTY $3 . 
Lovely gold color scroll 
top. Black, Brown or Pink 
frames. Clear or Green 
lenses. 


in 2 ee ee 


> | Yellow daisy with rhinestone 








No. 322 
YOUNG exzeurived 399 
Smart Hollywood | style. 
Brown Shell or Black frames. 








Lae 
No. 106 
BOP-TOP $395 
New style Brown Shell, 
Black, or Pink Pearl 
frames. 








No. 900 
MISS HOLLYWOOD $495 
Pearl centered flowers on 
24 K. Gold color frame. 
Clear or Green lens. Reg. 

$15.95 value. 





No. 405 
DAISY DREAM SET $495 


with FREE 
matching earrings 


centeron rich ebony black 
frames . 24 K. Gold 
color nose piece and wire 
bottom frame. Clear or 
Green lens. 





No. 253 9 
GOLDEN BOP-TOP $2 ad 
New style beauty with golden 
metallic design. Brown, Black 
or Pink frames. 


No. 517A 

DATE BAIT 
14K Gold color bow-knots 
and rims. Black, Brown, 
frames. 


Win00W CLASS BE BOPS" 


OR GREEN LENSES 
















teva ‘i $495 
Beautiful plumes of simulated 
platinum and sparkling rhine- 
stones on Black or Brown 
frames. Clear or green lenses. 











. 284 

HE-MAN $495 
Straight top genuine optical 
zyl frame in Tortoise Shell, 
Black or Demi-Biond. Special 
wirecore temple. 








“PROFESSOR” BE-BOP 
For that intellectual look. 
Rimway style, sparkling gold 
color metal top and sides. 
Clear, Green or Blue lens. 



























No. 519 $695 


MEN'S GOLDEN 
Genuine rzyl, gold color trim. 
Brown or Black frames. 





Ne. 219 $895 
Same as above in deluxe GOLD 
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FREE 
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money with order. — 


10 DAY FREE Trial 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE a 
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MISS BROADWAY $495 
Rimless gold color frame. 
Ear pieces in Biack, Brown, 
Pink or Blue Pearl. Lens 
colors — Clear, Green, Blue 
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Genuine optical zy!l with gold 
color trim. Demi-Amber Brown 
or Black frames. 
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PUETHY 


INSPIRATION 


Even as you draw me closer 

Closer— 

So close that I feel 

The throbbing of your heart 

Against mine— 

As your fingers unconsciously 
twine 

In my hair— 

And draw back my head 

For my lips 

To receive your kiss— 

As your eyes darken with passion 

And your hot breath comes quick- 
er— 

Quicker— 

Scalding my eyes and throat and 
cheeks 

With exquisite torture of em- 
brace— 

Now—as you love me 

First gently— 

Now roughly— 

Oh! Beloved— 

I shall burst with love. 


Like the petals of a dandelion 
Now I float gently— 
Softly— 
Peacefully— 
Back to earth 
And reality. 
—Rosemarye Washington 


MY LOVE FOR YOU 


My love for you is deep and true, 
I love you more each passing 
day. 
Without you all my hours are blue, 
And all my dreams are gray. 


I look for you when starlight falls 
Across the lazy southern hills; 

My heart is like a bird that calls 
Her mate in lilting trills. 


How much I love you none can 
know: 

My heart, my soul, my life, is 
yours; 

Your love’s my child that has to 
grow, 

Although you’ve fled my doors. 

—Herschel M. Stegar 
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MESSAGE 


I do not miss you like I did— 
Young April hurries home 
With musky warmth for plum fire, 
The feel of rich dark loam, 


She leans with hermit ivy 
Against the pasture bars, 
And spangles all the skyway 
With slim and golden stars,— 


And I can listen casually 

And show no trace of flame 
Or quickening-surging longing 
If someone speaks your name 


Or mentions how your shadow 
Once danced across the floor . . . 
I do not miss you like I did— 


Dear heart, I miss you MORE. 
—Gladys Martin 
ACCLAMATION 


I wouldn’t miss the things you 
do— 
Feed the monkeys at the zoo, 
Have a head as thick as mutton, 
Growl about a missing button, 
Argue politics and war, 
Tell old jokes and yawn and snore, 
Lose your shirt in an all night 
game, 
Tease me over some old flame, 
Try to sing deep bass and can’t, 
Hide pipe ashes on a plant, 
Carry bundles by the string— 
I wouldn’t miss them for ANY- 
THING. 
—Gladys Martin 


PLEDGE 


To again be at your side 
I would cross desert, 
River, mountain... 
Brave merciless rip of wind, 
Pelt of rain, glow of sun; 
Once that journey ended, 
I would pause at a roadside chapel, 
Kneeling to pray in thanksgiving, 
For the supreme gift 
Of you 
To me. 
—Bill Smallwood 





your complexion the 


same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
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Yes, you can beautify Dean 
x 





“Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 
camera perfect.” 
Bette Finley 

New York, New York 
Remove moke-up with Block and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black ond White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 




















“SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY” 

















Try this new amazing 
scientific home method to 


Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


bang Na ay —at ankles, calves, 
thighs, knees, hips! 
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Stringbean stronger legs, improving Sxin color 
Calves and circulation of legs; also nor- 
mal causes of skinny legs, plus 
leg measurem 
section of leg according to he’ ight 
and weight. From very first 
day you may feel the exhilarating 
a of this ng 
shapely legs help you dance 
cracetully. - bowl, 5 pany tennis. 
more ease work on 
feet with less tative! ce; walk ‘and 
stand with more po 
Written About in Health 
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should learn about this wonderfu 

Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial! 
You “out pe sted to poy any any price to gain smapely 
t : in’ = pace eg only $1. ‘98, Zompleta. 
Just ao it Si. 9 E- wi 
just "depoait pla send only $3. Fn 
with order = m= pay postage. You must see 
factory results return course and your money vals 
be refunded. 


Modern Methods 
296 Broadway 


Dept. SL-TCOW 
New York City 7 





Ea 
bay ior YOU! Earn the Linco 


Earn 


ao 


as a graduate 


PRACTICAL 
NURSE 


Train At iene in 12 Weeks! 


nurses merge Oppor- 
In Certificate 








has Sarislactority ere reese the Pincota JInstinuse Cowrve 
seal ret eats eer 
om pms ~ Sabpere: and im Recognition Thereed ~— — Tato 


Certificate 


es 6 ah fo oem 


yoy a tm et re Pop 











Price Pertossen Only 


Av 





LIRCS = Copeee a Course available 





FREE foe 














pa 
| 
rf 


The Lincoin School of Practical Nursing 
805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-3, Los Angeles 46,Calif. 
Rush 16-page FREE booklet “Careers in Nursing” 
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OUR 
MARRIAGE 

WAS Aon. 
MISMATCH 





HEN I FIRST MET HIM, Tommy 
Thompson seemed to be the grand- 
handsomest man alive. When I mar- 
him, I believed that we would be 
ther, in love, until death came to 
us. It was only after I’d been mar- 
to him for too long that I realized 
narriage was nothing more than a 
ible, tragic mismatch. 
fore I stood up before a preacher 
made Tommy’s wife, marriage 
nt a great deal to me. It was the 
wonderful thing that could ever 
sn to a girl. I had always dreamed 
arried intimacies, children, respon- 
ities of the home, romance with a 
1 who loved me completely. I thought 
my was that man. But he wasn’t. 
had painted a beautiful picture for 
\f out of dreams, hopes, and wishes. 
1 made idealistic perfection out of a 


ionship which, while wonderful and 


tiful many times, seldom is fully- 
led to perfection. 
picture (Continued on Page 74) 
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Hair Beauty 









There’s a special reason why this “rich” 
hair dressing pomade makes your hair 
more attractive all day long... with that 
extra lustre and glamofous fragrance . . . 
So soft, so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 


For Your Money 


The biggest — 
jar at the price...\ 15¢ 45¢ 


DIXIE 
PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING POMADE 
15 



















[ am a British West African, who is very 
much interested in Universal Brotherhood. I 
am very much interested in exchanging letters 
with United States Negroes from all over Amer- 
ica. My interests are: World Affairs, Friendly 
Correspondence, Stamps, Books, Movies, Rec- 
ords, etc. I am 24 years of age, would like to 

xchange letters with both sexes. Anybody 

nterested in exchanging newspaper and maga- 

zines published by Negroes in America to that 

of Nationalist and Imperialist newspapers in 

British West Africa: Sierra Leone, Nigeria and 

the Gold Coast, would do so with me. I promise 

to answer all letters received. Photographs of 

pen pals would be much appreciated. Thanking 
you for space provided. 

Francis Abdul Manawe 

P.O. Box 184 

Monrovia, Liberia, 

West Coast Africa 


I'm interested in making contact with all 
women of any color. My name is William L. 
Coffey, brown eyes, black hair. Like church 
and good home. Will answer all letters. I’m 


in the hospital at present. 
William L. Coffey 
Mercy Hospital 
2nd East Ward, Bed #16 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


[ am quite anxious to meet Americans thru 
your Pen Pal Column. I’m 25, blond and con- 


idered attractive. 
Frl. Betty Fuchs 


Aglen Wurttemberg, Germany 
Saumweg No. 5 


would like to write someone of the oppo- 
ite sex between 20-26. I’m 19, 53%”, 126 
lbs., brown complexion, reddish-brown hair, 
hazel eyes. My hobbies are music, dancing 


und writing letters. 
Bambi White 
401 North Eastern Avenue 
Joliet, Il. 


I’m an ardent reader of TAN and would like 
to correspond with servicemen between the 
ages of twenty-four and twenty-five. I'll an- 
wer all letters personally. 

Toni Baker 


51 East South Street 
Uniontown, Pa. 


am a Negro girl of 17 and love to write. 
| would enjoy having pen pals between the 
iges of 17 to 21 out of the United States and 
also boys and girls in the United States, if they 


are lonely. 
Vernalle Alford 
210 S. West 153rd St. 
New York 39, N. Y. 


|, Mavis Garrick, am desirous of an Amer- 

ican Pen Pal. I am a Jamaican girl and quite 
a fan of TAN. 

Mavis Garrick 

115 East Street 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


1m an ex-school teacher, but am in nursing 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


at present. Being away from my home which 
is Birmingham, Ala., I am very lonesome. 

would like to correspond with male doctors, 
teachers or embalmers of good character be- 
tween the ages of 37 to 45 in the cities of New 
Orleans, Atlanta and, of course, Birmingham. 
I am brown skinned, 37 years of age, 5'4”, con- 


sidered attractive. 
Virginia Munford 


Battey State Hospital 
Col. Nurses Home 
Rome, Ga. 


I’m interested in corresponding with boys 
and girls around the ages of 16 to 19. I attend 
Hyde Park High School in Chicago and am 
17 years old. I love all outdoor sports and am 


just crazy about dancing. 
Delores Chaney 


1145 East Marquette 
Chicago 37, III. 


I would like very much to correspond with 
female pen pals between the ages of 25 and 
40. I’m a former musician, interested mainly 
in voice now. I love sports, especially baseball. 


I am 38 years of age. 
Thomas S. Goode 


143 North 54th Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I want to have a pen pal in New York who 
is a Negro and with whom I will be able to 
exchange news about life in America and 
Africa, also with whom I will be able to ex- 
change Nigeria manufactures in return of 


American products. 
Ganiu A. Anifoweshe 


P.O. Bag. 2150 
Lagos, Nigeria 


I would like to contact some nice pen pals 
of the white race, both female and male, pref- 
erably South Americans. I am light brown 
skinned, grey eyes, dark brown hair, 5'7%4” 
tall. I’m 39 years old, a widower with no 
children. I’ve had two years college education 
and am of the Catholic faith. Will exchange 


photo if requested. 
Harold R. Mynor 


1409 Tea Street, N.W. 
Washington 9, D. C. 


I lost my mother and father recently which 
left me very lonely. I am 18 years old and 
would like to correspond with a nice girl be- 
tween the ages of 14 and 18. I promise to 
answer all letters received. 


Stafford A. Missick 
c/o Green Giant Company 
Montgomery, Minn. 


A Girl Wanted! I’m a Marine stationed here 
in Japan and quite lonesome to say the least. 
I’m 20 years old, 5’11” tall, weigh 183 pounds. 
I would like to correspond with a girl between 
the ages of 17 and 19. I promise to answer 


all letters. 
Pfc. Edward Milhouse, 1509026 
c/o FPO 
C Co., Ist Bn. 3rd Marines, 3rd Marine Div. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


P.S. I have a buddy who reads your won- 
derful magazine and he would like for you 
to include his name also. It is: 

Pyt. Clayton Peterson, 1474856 

C Co., Ist Bn., 3rd Marines, 3rd Marine Diy. 

c/o FPO 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I would like to correspond with girls all over 
the world. I am a soldier in Korea and receive 
only a few letters from home. I am single, 20 
years old, 6 ft. 3 in. tall and weigh 185 pounds, 
I would like to correspond with girls between 
the age of 18 and 21. I will answer all letters, 

Pvt. Steve Richard, Jr., RA 18433696 
Battery A, 26th AAAAW Bn. (SP) 
APO 2% 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I'm 25 years old, height 5’9”, weight 140 
lbs., brown eyes, black hair and would like to 
hear from girls all over the world from 18 
years. I collect stamps, coins, photos, post- 
cards and other souvenirs of interest. 

Pfc. Granville E. Gordon 
R. A. 50190159 

Co. “F”, 23rd Div. 

33rd Inf. Regt. 

Ft. Kobbie, C.Z 


I’m a Jamaican girl who would like to re- 
ceive letters from boys and girls between the 
ages of 19 and 21. My hobbies are dancing, 
singing, reading and outdoor games. If pos- 
sible, I would like to receive pictures with each 
letter I receive. 

Patricia Huntt 
33 Charles Street 
Kingston, P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am writing in behalf of a friend and myself 
in hopes of writing pen pals all over the world. 
We believe in the “brotherhood of all men.” 

Doris Carr and Mattie Shelley 
321 Church Street 
Mulga, Ala. 


I would like very much to correspond with 
some of your readers, with a view of meeting 
them during my stay in the United States. I 
have the opportunity of visiting New York and 
Philadelphia in a few months and I would 
appreciate it very much if you are able to put 
me in contact with some of your readers. 

Iris Strang-Wright 
34A Woodside Road 
Sutton, Surrey 
England 


Jamaican young lady desires American pen 
pals. I am 26 years old and live with my 
parents. My hobbies are: picture collecting, 


sewing and home activities. 
Anna Allen 


18 Upper South Camp Road 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W11. 
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A lyric soprano, Olga James gained 

tional fame in movie Carmen Jones. Sh 

was born in Washington, graduated from 
New Yo 2 Juilliard School of Music. — 





No orthodox beauty, Miss James possesses 
quality Duke Ellington calls “Inner Glow.” 





™ 


ss 


Se Se 


Carmen Jones cast Miss James in elf-like role of “Cindy Lou,” 
the meek hometown sweetheart of male star Harry Belafonte. 


By Al Duckett 


HEN TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX’S Car- 
Jones premiered in New York, a couple 
gentlemen of neuter gender in the audi- 
obviously impressed with Olga James, the 

| “Cindy Lou.” 
ting out of the theatre, one of them was 
comment to his companion: “Sweetie, that 
A is something. She certainly can sing 

” 

God, yes,” was the reply. “And she’s posi- 
beautiful. Why, honey, there’s a certain 
about her that almost makes you wish 


you liked women.” 

Miss James’ critic was as inaccurate in one re- 
spect as he was unerringly instinctive in the other. 
Olga James, Hollywood’s new singing sensation, is 
not beautiful—as orthodox American standards go. 
By these standards she is pretty. But she does 
have the “certain something” which is more signifi- 
cant, more valuable and much more effective than 
beauty. 

This “something” falls into the classification of 
what Duke Ellington likes to call “inner beauty,” a 
glow, a distinct quality which mere routine beauty 


heatre dressing room, Miss James compares notes with Vic Damone, famed crooner. 
mer singing, one critic has said: “She sings with a thing most people call soul.” 
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Someone said recently that toddlers are 
ne part imp and three parts angel. How 
rue! Of course when the imp gets the 
pper hand things do get a bit difficult. 
ood way to guide a child who is not old 

enough to reason with, but just old 
nough to see how much mileage he can 
et out of a tantrum: “do your best to 

ignore actions you disapprove of—praise 

the ones that delight you.” Children 

naturally want to please and a reward- 
ng hug ’n kiss can be the biggest incen- 
ive in the world for baby to please 
ither than provoke you. 


Soup’s on! Hearty happy-choice lunch- 
yn for an active “up ’n coming” 
ungster. Serve one of the Gerber Vege- 

able and Meat combinations. Delicious 
yecause they blend a variety of subtle 
flavors—nutritious because they combine 
three important food groups: vegetables, 

eat and cereal. And like all good- 
tasting Gerber Junior Foods, they have 
he tender, evenly-minced texture that 
tykes with a sprinkling of teeth can 
handle like champs. 5 varieties to titillate 
the appetite. 





Pocket this for future reference: One 
nother’s solution for increasing the life 
f junior’s overalls. She buys the type 

th big patch pockets. When the knees 
vear through, she detaches the pockets, 
s ‘em over the gaping holes. 


ahies ane owr business... WR only business 


Gerber. 
BABy FOODS 


FREMONT. MICHIGAN 


Safety first. Watch that table cigarette 
lighter. Toddlers learn fast, reach faster. 
Good idea to keep all lighters and 
matches away from inquisitive tots. 





Have you heard that Gerber regular- 
size Cereal packages now feature a pour- 
ing spout that’s extra-wide for freer 
flow? Easy to open—closes tightly to 
keep the contents fresh. Since cereals 
represent a real “staff of life” for baby 
all through the early growing years it 
might be well to remember these points 
about the famous four Gerber Cereals. 
First off, they provide an abundance of 
energy-giving calories active infants and 
toddlers need. And they’re enriched with 
iron, calcium and important B-vitamins. 
For mealtime interest — 4 mild, pleas- 
ing flavors — Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and 
Cereal Food (a mixed cereal). 





4 CEREALS « OVER 65 STRAINED AND JUNIOR FOODS. INCLUDING MEATS 





can neither present nor give forth. 
The first time we saw Olga, she was 
anything but the picture of glamor. 
Slumped carelessly across an old wooden 
chair, she was wearing a white blouse 
and a pair of dungarees. She was ex- 
changing small talk with a group of 
chorus girls at the end of a fatiguing 
day of rehearsals for Larry Steele’s 
“Smart Affairs” production which was 
to open that week at Atlantic City’s 
Club Harlem. One glanced with care- 
less curidsity at this petite new face 
which one was informed belonged io 
Steele’s latest addition to the show: a 


| singing discovery. 


The carelessness disappeared and the 
curiosity increased when Producer Steele 
summoned Miss James to the stage to 
rehearse her specialty—“The Last Time 
I Saw Paris.” A miracle took place on 





Sparkling here in contrast to her Carmen 


| Jones role, Olga lets go with verve. Her 


manager is Abe Saperstein. 


stage. For, when this girl sings, she 
comes alive, becomes transformed, pro- 
jects this certain “something” which 
makes her indeed beautiful. 

There were four more rehearsals be- 
fore the Steele show opened. We made 
each and every one expressly for the 
purpose of watching and listening to 
this golden-voiced girl. By opening 
night, we were quite frankly, unabash- 
edly in love with the girl, the voice 
and the Olga James charm. 

Falling under the spell of that charm 
has become a popular thing. A substan- 
tial part of the nation did the same re- 
cently when this 23-year-old brown-eyed, 
five foot talent made her memorable 
Carmen Jones debut as the heartbroken, 
rejected sweetheart of Harry Belafonte 
of “Carmen.” 

Thanks to (Continued on Page 67) 
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Y GREATEST THRILL is a thrill 
shared by many fathers. It was 
the birth of my son, John II, who is now 
seven years old. But it was more than 
my having a boy that created the thrill. 
It was the many things that went before 
—many things that have happened since. 

You see, my wife, Edith, and I have 
a daughter, Lorna, who is now 12. | 
wasn’t with Edith when little Lorna was 
born in New York. I was in Los Angeles 
playing with Duke Ellington’s band. 
Edith had been with me until she headed 
East as time for the baby drew near. I 
called her every day after she left. But 
the band ended its run in L.A. and we 
had to put in travel time to get to Port- 
land, Oregon. I called Edith on Tuesday 
night when we left L. A. and things 
were fine. I called her from Portland 
as soon as | put my suitcase down. That 
was Thursday night. Between calls | 
had become a father and hadn’t even 
known about it. Lorna had had a twin 
brother but he was lost. Edith had a 
rough time. The thrill of parenthood 
was sort of dimmed for me in my con- 
cern for my wife. She was without me 
at a time when I should have been by 
her side. She had gone through so much 
alone. She was plucky and never com- 
plained once. But I promised myself 
that if and when we ever had another 
child, | would be at her bedside. 

And it happened just that way. John 
Il was born in New York at the Park 
East Hospital. Not only was he born 
during the time I was booked in at the 
Paramount for three weeks, but the little 
rascal was born at six p.m. on a Sunday 
evening when we had no evening per- 
formances to make! How’s that for 
planned parenthood? That meant | 
could visit Edith, that I could see the 
curly topped little rascal a few minutes 
after he was born. He weighed in at 8 
pounds 1 ounce. 
nearly popped the buttons off my vest 
as I told Lorna about her little brother. 

The date was May 18. Now that is 
also the birthday of my sister, Josephine 
Kirkpatrick, and the birthday, as well, 


A real whopper! I 


WHAT IT MEANS 





By Johnny Ho 


Sie 


ae 


of Tom Whaley, arranger 


great celebration, When I left the hos- 
pital, the fellows and I feally whooped 
it up. It was a big*thrill that has never 
ended. 

Now when I see my wife working with 
the children in their dancing lessons 
(Edith was a chorine when I met her) 


for. Duke Eb 
lington. Naturally, there was cause for 
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S T get another glow. Lorna is quite adept 


at ballet and John, who taps a little, has 
appeared with her on local New York 
television programs. 
But guess what the latest news is? 
Little Johnny wants a saxophone now. 
“My cup runneth over”—with real 


happiness. 


Proud Papa Johnny Hodges has fun with son John II while wife Edith and daughter 


Lorna get together in a reading session on rug. 
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CONFESSIONS 
OF A 
DOCTOR'S WIFE 


Che first thing a doctor’s wife learns is that she must share 


her husband with his patients. This doctor’s wife learned that 


4 
4 


on their wedding day... 


| LL NEVER FORGET the humiliation 
| suffered on my wedding day, when 
y groom dashed away in the middle of 


reception, leaving me to entertain 
guests all by myself. 


[hat was my first lesson in what it 
ans to be the wife of a doctor. 


p to that point, everything had been 


venly. The ceremony went off with- 
t a hitch, and surrounded by a host 
friends and relatives, I heard the pas- 


»f a large Harlem church pronounce 


the wife of Harvey Berton, MD. 


Out of the corner of my eye, I stole a 


ce at Harvey, standing stiff and 
sht beside me. His handsome face 
oung and boyish looking, despite 


the sober expression he wore for the oc- 
casion. 

I wondered what thoughts were going 
through his mind, wondered if I were 
now the center of his universe just as he 
was of mine. I know now that there is 
a portion of a doctor’s world no woman 
can ever replace—or share. And I often 
wonder how different things might have 
been had I realized it then. 

But at that moment I was as dreamy- 
eyed, deliriously-happy and as self-cen- 
tered as only a bride can be. I strolled 
proudly down the aisle with my husband. 
Dr. Harvey Berton was mine at last! 

We hurried out of the church and into 
the waiting car that led a long proces- 


sion out to Long Island, where the re 
ception was to be held. I couldn’t help 
noticing how preoccupied Harvey _ 
seemed during the ride, and I remem 
ber asking him in a teasing tone, “Sorry — 
you did it?” a 
Harvey turned to me, the far-away 
look still in his eyes. “Sorry I did 
what?” he asked. . 
“I mean, are you sorry I tricked you . 
into marrying me?” 3 
He gave me a quick, warm smile and | 
cupped my face gently in his strong © 
hands. “I’m the luckiest guy in the 
world, darling,” he said softly. “I just © 
hope I can give you the happiness you 
deserve.” # 


o 





n't think anyPloctor’s wife ever com- 
“gets over the feeling of intense 


realization that so many people 


v 
‘| 
“if I’m ever any happier than I am 
| Tight now, I couldn’t stand it!” 


He bent his head and placed a long, 
I closed my 


S 


mgt 


‘lingering kiss on my lips. 
es and sighed ecstatically. 
» “This is the way it will always be, 
| darling—you and I, just the two of us,’ 
1 murmured. 
_ “Plus a few patients!’’ Harvey 
_Tlaughed. “There'll be lots of other peo- 
ple i in our life, Fern. And I’m afraid 
> they'll be almost as important to me as 
ou are.” 
> “Ofcourse,” I agreed. “You’re a doc- 
tor and I’m very proud that so many 


r= 
aa 


Pe Ople trust you and rely on you. Just 


the same, whenever we’re alone like this, 
I'll make you forget everything and 
everybody else!” 

When we arrived at the palatial home 
of the wealthy doctor who was respon- 
sible for Harvey going into the profes- 
sion, everything was in an uproar. The 
guests milled about Harvey and me, of- 
fering congratulations and repeating all 
the stale jokes about newlyweds. 

The wedding cake had not yet been 
cut when our hostess came up and whis- 
pered to Harvey that there was a tele- 
phone call for him. Befored had time 
to ask who in the world would be phon- 
ing him at such a time, he had hurried 


off, leaving me in wonderment. 

A few moments later Harvey came 
back and explained that he was wanted 
at the hospital on an emergency and 
would have to leave immediately. 

“But not in the middle of our wedding 
reception!” I gasped. 

“Sorry, darling,” he said grimly. 
be back as soon as I can.” 

He started away, then turned back and 
swept me into his arms. His quick, fierce 
embrace left me gasping for breath. 

“You're the main attraction here, Mrs. 
Berton,” Harvey said huskily. “I'll be 
back before anyone even misses me.” 

Then he left (Continued on Page 51 ) 
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rd and put off, waiting for the day 

Danny would get out and I could 

livorce uithout too much red tape 
and publicity. 
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cican honeymoon in 1948, Nat (King) Cole and wife Cuddly and happy, Coles enjoy laughs over refreshing drinks 
pend a lot of time enjoying romantic, sun-filled scenes during honeymoon. Maria had a pineapple-rum drink-made in 
leo. “I guess,” Cole has recalled, “we were moony.’ a real pineapple. Nat stuck with Scotch and soda. 


»re he met Maria Ellington, Nat (King) Cole was an unsuccessful suceess.-~Fhen-began 
r love story—a romance in which he has been the shining star and she the guiding light. 








At breakfast table, Maria lights cigarette for her new husband. 
Coles are just as romantic today—if Nat’s recent protest of a 
Walter Winchell rift-rumor can be accepted as fact. 


y WAS THE TROUBLED and chang- 

ing years after World War II. 

Fame, personal success and great 
wealth had been won and lost by many 
in that tumultuous period in which 
Americans thrashed about to pick up 
their lives where they had broken off 
© after Pearl Harbor, or to try to hold on 
» to their newfound gains. 

Stranded in the middle of the confu- 
_ sion was a tall, ebony-chiseled piano 


Bi 


player from Chicago, to whom the wag@s 
years had been most kind. He had come 77 


_ to conquer the entertainment world, 
conquer he had. 

Rising from the obscurity of a 
stool in the oldtime revue, Shuffle § 
Nat (King) Cole had been called tiem 
jazz pianist of the day, and his 
King Cole Trio, riding high on 
| cesses of such discs as Straighten, 
And Fly Right, Sweet Loraine, Erk 


% i429 
a 
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able You, Gee, Baby, Ain’t I Good to 
You and Paper Moon, was cited by 
critics as the best instrumental group in 
the land. Where once Nat, his guitarist 
and his bassist had split $99 for a week’s 
work, they now raked in $75,000 a year. 

But rich King Cole was a mixed-up 
| soul, and this is how he explains it: “I 


When Xou're 


Nag in fun with 


Smiling could L be t 
P title of this photo, which C4 a and 


¢ 
g 

knew what I wanted, but I wasn’t sure 
how I was going to get it. Frankly, my 
«personal and business affairs were in a 
somewhat chaotic state. I had spent large 
sums of money and had little to show 
for it.” 

He had, in addition, an unsatisfactory 
marriage to plague him. Nat was, so to 


a 
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Good dancers both, Nat and Maria themselves enjoy a night out. 
Nat’s busy schedule prevents them from enjoying as many such 
nights as they'd like, but Maria accompanies him on many trips. 


speak, a minstrel without merriment; an 
unsuccessful success. 

Thus, he stood on the pinnacle of fame, 
with little else to challenge but the rare- 
fied outer-space regions of immortal 
greatness. In the less-than-ten years 
since, he has conquered them too, but a 
woman made him do it. The heroine of 
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ppy home for the Coles is this ivy-covered, brick mansion in Los Angeles. They onc 
the place in a tax hassle with Uncle Sam, but quickly regained it by paying up. 


ng Nat relax on an off night, Maria brings a snack. Nat’s 


careful eater since a severe case of ulcers briefly slowed 
down his career. 


the piece is Maria Ellington, tall, cinna- 
mon-colored ex-band vocalist. 

The Nat Cole love story is more than 
a gushing tale of whirlwind romance. It 
includes, to be sure, enough of the or- 
ange blossoms and pink-cloud atmos- 
phere to rate as a full-fledged love saga, 
but beyond that, it has been the near- 
perfect mating of man and woman; of 
miraculous talent and shrewd business 
sense. Nat has been the shining star, 
Maria the guiding light. 

New York’s old Club Zanzibar was 
the setting for the Nat Cole-Maria El- 
lington original meeting, with radio-TV 
comic Eddie (Rochester) Anderson in 
the role of Cupid. It was 1946, and Nat 
and Maria were on the same show bill, 
Nat having turned up to pinch-hit for 
the over-worked Mills Brothers. Until 
then, Maria knew Nat only by reputa- 
tion. Recalls she: “I cannot even sin- 
cerely say I was a fan, having only two 
of his records.” Nor had Nat expected 
the engagement to present him with his 


pul who makes $400,000 a year. He gives wife credit 
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~ & ‘ 
. 5? bs et 3a e 
At home with the kids—Carol and Natalie—Nat and Maria are 
just proud parents. Kids once made a record with Nat and 12- 
piece studio band, flubbed up by forgetting lines. 
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In children’s room, Carol proudly shows mommie Maria how 
well she can write on slate, but baby Natalie isn’t as much in- 
terested in the writing as she is in Carol herself. 





cinna- big moment. Says he: “I took the job spoken were soon given voice. They saw Nat rooted for the Brooklyn Dodgers and 
reluctantly, but later cherished it for it each other almost daily. Maria for the Giants, soon became regu- 
e than brought Maria and me together.” “T guess you could call it a courtship,” lar dates, and they held hands on han- 
nce. It Rochester soon had the romance bud- _ says Nat, “but it wasn’t exactly the whirl- som rides through Central Park. 
he or- ding by following up his introduction of _ wind type. It was casual and delightful.” “Because of common interests,” Maria 
atmos- the pair with an invitation for Nat to Maria still remembers with misty eyes _ explains, “we got to understand the ways 
: Saga, join him and his wife in a day at the Bel- the first faint fragrance of their love. of each other better. That was the begin- 
near- mont Park races. Nat promptly asked “I got to know the real Nat Cole,” she ning of our romance. Nat proved to be 
mn; of Maria to accompany him, she gave shy says, “a mild-mannered, sentimental guy, prince of a fellow all through our 
siness consent. ; who is as swell as they come. That B4Ve courtship. Thoughtful and considerate, 
Star, “That was our first date,” Nat recalls. me an understanding as to why he sings ai 
' ae , ; _©” he made our dates happy and exciting 
“We didn’t place many bets that day. We and plays the piano with so much spirit , a 
: : ; experiences for me. 
r was held hands and stood by the paddock, and true feeling. I developed a sincere : 
: ; ay : ” : And then one day in the ember of 
ia El. watching the horses. We didn’t talk very devotion for Nat. ; 
: A bid the year, as they huddled over steaks in 
0-TV much. There was a lot left unspoken. In the beginning, the somewhat unro- ; spt 
. ; ; a booth in New York’s Singapore Res- 
on in Nat soon went away on tour, leaving mantic field of sports formed the founda- : ; 
1 Nat Maria behind for a three-month engage- __ tion for their friendship. They were both taurant, Nat turned to Maria and said 
’ bill, ment, and dropping her an occasional addicted to baseball and the boxing ca- the words thet a million pasa 2 girls 
t for card and a ticket to the second Joe Louis- __ reer of the great heavyweight champion, would have given up their last pairs 
Until Billy Conn fight to protect his interest. Joe Louis. Hour after hour, Maria lis- of bobby sox—and perhaps several thou- 
puta- And true to the adage, absence made _tened happily to Nat’s explanations of sand women their worn husbands—to 
sin- their hearts grow fonder. When he re- _ the science of the diamond sport, and his hear Nat Cole croon to them. Putting 
two turned to New York for a nine-week en- analyzations of the knockout power of down his fork in the middle of the meal, 
acted gagement at the Paramount Theater, the the Brown Bomber. Their trips to New _ he took both of Maria’s hands in his and 
1 his words that had earlier been left un- York’s major league ball parks, where asked gently: (Continued on Page 8) ) 
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Nat’s tired feet get gentle massage from Maria. They first met 
in 1946 when both played New York Club Zanzibar, were united 








Maria watches expectantly as Nat prepares to taste-test food. 
Nat says their courtship was “casual and delightful.” Except 


or much of his success, says “marrying Maria was a major stroke of genius.” 


a 


for rough spots that all couples experience, their married life 


in $17,000 wedding on Easter Sunday, 1948. 
has been much the same. 29 





Trudy was 4 devil-may-care> 
And that’s when her boy friend made 


began blackmailing her. 


gay div 


orcee until her ex-husband 


his move! 


[' WAS MIDNIGHT when Jason 
Palmer brought me home from the 
We'd gone to 4 little hamburger 
stand a block from the dance hall, and 
as | ate my hamburger, Jason’s hand 
slyly stole into my OW? and I held it 
while a delightfully, tingling sensation 
went creeping UP and down my spine. 

| thought to myself, Why did Jason 
Palmer -- - ! 


Jason Palmer, 
orches 


1 yuvs™ nd 
Dance Hall, pick me, of all the 


walk home. 
Oh, I’m not conceited enough to Sup” 
j it because of my good 


other girls were bet- 


dance. 







pose that he dic 
looks. Some of the 
ter looking than I. Py, prettier 
figures, too. 

No. | would never kr 
prated Jason Palmer 
his company: even if he did only buy me 
a hamburger: a cup of coffee and a piece 
of blueberry pie- Still, I felt as though 
watas Y ork’s most fashion- 


sitting next to him on 


10W why the cele- 


favored me W Tae 


] was in one ° 
able restaurants, 


one of the counter stools. with his hand 


in mine. 

l remember his first words when he 
walked toward me at the finish of his 
bers. He had eluded 


group of dance num 
who wanted his 


a mob of teen-agers 
autograph. and walked straight over to 
me. 

“| hope you ll forgive me 


this.” he began. “but arent you Trudy 


for saying 





Darrow --° who used to g° to Chese- 


boro High School down in Virginia 
Sin Richmond, Virginia?” 

| looked at Jason Palmer with a 
ssion on My face. 


stunned expre 
e was Darrow 


“Why, yes My nam 
_, that is --> Ym divorced now - °° 
| mean. - + Y* ’m Trudy Darrow. 
but .-- but I don’t remember - - = 
“Don't you remember tf kid ttt 
lead the school band at all the 
d who played the 
ment exer- 





used to 

basketball games: an 

violin solo at our commence 

) sat in back of 
9” 





cises, and whe you in the 


biology class- - 
Nostalgic memorie 
careening crazily thro 


high school days - - ° 


so far away when actually 


yre than 4 half dozen 


s of the past went 
ugh my brain. My 
they seemed s° 


distant now. 
it couldn't be me 
years ago that I sat in 4 schoolroom and 
labored overt exam papers: 

“Don't you remember, a arteny 97 Ja- 


gon’s voice was edged with good natured 


impatience. 
Then, like 4 bolt from the blue. | re- 
membered a boy named Jason. A tall 
boy, with a serious look on his hand- 
some face, who W 
some rye) a! 
and from school. 

| guess my 
some sigh of recognitio 


shouted : 


“There! | (Continued on Pag 





as forever carrying 


of a musical instrument rt) 


face must have shown 
#. for he almost 
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“You know, you look 
WEOTE . « « well, more 
did last night,” he 


much younger 


beautiful than 


said seriously. 








and 


you 











grandmother had 


ahead. She thought there was plenty-of time for love . . . 





KNEW YOU'D be back some day, baby, but I didn't think it would be so soon.” 
Phil drawled, his keen eyes slithering over me. 
“Okay, Phil, you’ve got me in a spot and I’m asking you for a favor.” | admitted. 


I 


attempted a smile, without much success. 
He carefully selected a cigar from the box on his desk and took great pains lighting it. 
“IT could do what you ask, Hazel,” he conceded, puffing out a cloud of smoke. “But why 


should 1?” 
I tried another smile. 
“Until you put the skids under me!” 
“You shouldn’t hold that against me.” I said, glancing around his prosperous looking 


“For old times sake, Phil. After all, we were partners once.” 


headquarters. “You've done all right for yourself.” 

“No thanks to you.” Phil’s voice grew cold and calculating. “Suppose I do as you ask? 
What’s in it for me?” 

I pretended not to understand what he was driving at. “Well. this is the first time I've 
tried a concert like this and it’s hard to tell how it will go over, but if you want a cut of 
the box office 

“Come again, baby!” he cut in, shaking his head disdainfully. “I haven't forgotten the 
way you used to give me the run-around, and this time it’s going to cost you plenty to get 


what you want.” 
| thought of all the men I had teased or taunted into doing my bidding. of the countless 
















half-promises I’d led them on with, and 
I knew that none of those feminine 
tricks would work with Phil. He knew 
me like a book and now he had me where 
he wanted me, after patiently biding his 
time for so long. 

And now he waited for me to make 
my decision, one hand on his telephone. 
! realized I must either swallow my pride 
and yield to Phil’s desires or ruin the 
one big chance I had worked so hard 
for these past months. I was caught in 
a trap and there was only one way 
out. Wordlessly, I nodded to Phil and 
he picked up the phone and began to 
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Hazel thought she was playing 


it smart when she 


partner. 


lial. 

He spoke a few words into the phone, 
then turned back to me, a triumphant 
nile on his lips. “It’s all set, Hazel. 
You’ve got the hall for your boy friend’s 
oncert, and you’ve also got yourself 
: private little deal with me. I’m setting 
he terms, and you know what they 





! nodded and hurried out of his of- 
No point in giving him the satis- 
action of seeing my tears. Actually, 
here was no point in tears. I had 
ight it on myself. If I had not been 
blinded by my driving ambition, I 
ight have seen what would happen 
t very night it all started, the night 
irst met Jack Mays... . 
t was in a neighborhood tavern over 
Jersey that I found Jack Mays, heard 
| singing his heart out as the leader 
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double-crossed 








of a quartette called The Boy Friends. | 
was co-owner of a small-time publicity 
outfit in New York and just happened 
to drop into the place for beer and 
sandwiches with my partner, Phil At- 
kins. Through the closed door to the 
back of the place we heard music, so we 
asked to be served in the clubroom at 
the rear. 

The group was singing to a practically 
deserted house. They were an ordinary 
looking bunch, all except the lead singer. 
He was a baritone and seemed to be the 
only one of the four who knew anything 
about music. As Phil and I sat there 


her 


But when she had to double back to him 


for help. that was another story 


listening to their songs I was more in- 
terested in the way he sang than in the 
way he looked, although even then his 
unusual good looks had a strange effect 
on me. 

“You know something, Hazel,” Phil 
said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully, 
“that guy would be terrific in the Big 
Town.” 

“Phil, darling,” I remarked, “don’t 
look now, but he’d be terrific any- 
where!” Outwardly, I was very casual 
about it, but my mind was racing a 
mile a minute. As usual, | was way 
ahead of my partner. 

“If we could book him into the Club 
Paree or the Casino—” Phil thought 
aloud. 

“There’s one sure way to find out. 
Get him over here and give him a sales 
pitch,” I suggested. “The guy’s loaded 








with talent and after this joint, 52nd 
Street will seem like heaven to him.” 

So Phil called the waiter over and 
gave him the message. At the end of the 
set, the leader of the group stepped down 
from the bandstand and ambled over 
to our table. And that was how I met 
Jack Mays. 

I couldn’t get too good a look in the 
dim light, but what I saw of Jack, | 
liked. He was a slim, studious-looking 
fellow and it was evident that he had 
not succumbed to either dames, drink 
or dope. 

Right away, Phil began playing the 
big shot, ordered a round of Scotch and 
pulled out his long 25-cent cigar. After 
the introductions were over, he hooked 
his thumbs in his vest pockets and leaned 
back in his chair. “I’m going to lay my 
cards on the table, Jack,” he said pomp- 
ously. “My partner and I are thinking 
about taking on a few more clients and 
you're the kind of top-notch talent we 
want to line up.” 

Jack was staring at me in undisguised 
admiration. I was flattered, but I’d al- 
ways made it a rule never to mix pleas- 
ure with business. The romance depart- 
ment could wait until he was safely 
under contract. 

“You sure fooled me, Miss Anthony,” 
Jack smiled. “I would have bet you 
were in show business, too. A singer— 
or dancer, maybe.” 

“Thanks for the kind words, Jackie 
boy,” I said flippantly, “but I still want 
my 10 per cent when your name is up 
in lights.” 

“Whoa! Not so fast,” he laughed, 
glancing around the room. “I'll have to 
check with the boys on a deal like that. I 
couldn’t just walk out on them. It would 
have to be the whole group or nothing.” 

Phil’s jaw clamped shut on his cigar 
and I could see he was ready to forget 
the whole thing. So I gave him a kick un- 
der the table and hastily assured Jack, “I 
know exactly how you feel. I feel the 
same kind of loyalty towards Phil. Sup- 
pose we discuss the details later?” 

“But we’re leaving tonight,” Phil ob- 
jected. 

Jack stood up and shook hands with 
both of us. “Well, thanks anyway,” he 
said graciously. “Too bad you want a 
soloist instead of a quartette.” 

“Never seen it fail,” Phil growled as 
Jack went back to the bandstand. “Try 
to give a guy (Continued on Page 38) 
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Clark Terry, trumpet playing ace of the Duke Ellington orchestra, crosses instruments 
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with Norma Carson, hot girl horn-blower. Although his is not the biggest name, musi- 
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cians call him “the greatest modern trumpet player of today.” 


In trumpet duet with Norma, Clark blends his great tone with hers to make a fine 





















sound. Fine sounds are Clark Terry trademarks, musicians say. But despite his great 
talent, he is a modest guy. 


be LARK TERRY is the greatest mod- 
ern trumpet player of today—and 
I know them all.” 

The enthusiastic opinion belongs to 
the formidable Oscar Pettiford—but not 
to Pettiford alone. It is an opinion 
shared, in varying degrees of emphasis, 
by some of the best-respected names in 
jazz. 

As for Terry himself, you don’t read 
sensational publicity or rave reviews 
about Duke Ellington’s trumpet ace. Yet, 
he has achieved a rare triumph which 
the most flamboyant press agency could 
not earn. In addition to his terrific fan 
following, Terry is acknowledged as a 
musician’s musician. 

There’s another rare thing about 
Terry—rare in the exhibitionist world 
of show business. He’s a modest guy. 

Getting Clark to talk about his as- 
toundingly successful career is about as 
simple as finding a new movie on tele- 


vision. Other people are willing to talk 
about him, however; other people like 
Duke Ellington, his present boss; Count 
Basie and Charlie Barnett with whom 
he has worked in the past; other people 
like Louis Armstrong and Dizzy Gilles- 
pie, no mean horn-wielders themselves. 

Terry is a little less coy about how he 
got started in the business than he is 
about how good he is at it. He likes to 
talk about the early days back in his 
native St. Louis. 

“My first sponsor was my brother-in- 
law, my sister’s husband,” Clark recalls. 
“My mother had died when I was very 
young and my brother-in-law schooled 
me and kept me straight. We were a big 
family—seven girls and three boys. I 
had a brother who played drums and an- 
other who fooled around with guitar and 
tuba. My brother-in-law taught me the 
mysteries of the bass fiddle. I can’t re- 
member the (Continued on Page 57 ) 
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The deal sounded fine to me, I told 
Chester ... all he had to do was 
start things going .. . 


abet 


Be re ce 
CONFESSIONS OF A 
GOSPEL SINGER 


They called it gospel singing—but the way Lillie went about 
building her career, there was far more sin than religion in it. 











UST A FEW MINUTES AGO, I turned down a brand 
new Cadillac car, an expensive mink coat and a pretty 
sizable amount of cash. 
The man who offered these things to me has just 
walked out of my house and out of my life. 
If I sound like a righteous young woman proud because 


she guarded her virtue against impressive temptation, 
then I’m misleading you. And I don’t intend to. 


—— 
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I wasn’t offered these desirable gifts to sell my body. 
I was offered them to sell my soul. 

Six months ago, my soul was for sale—and bringing 
pretty good payment. But a miracle has happened to 
me—and I want to tell the world about it—and about the 
way I turned my back on my church, on God and my 
parents. 

I wanted to stand up in my (Continued on Page 59 ) 











HELL FALL FOR 
Lighter Brghier 


~ SKIN 


Men just can’t resist the girl with a 
lovely complexion. So, start using 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed, see your dull, dark, 
drab-looking skin take on a new 
lighter, brighter, smoother, softer 
look. Its bleaching action works ef- 
fectively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 
39¢, 65¢. 
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BLEACHING CREAM 











the cool, clean freshness of a 
MU-COL deuche. Non-irritating! 
Seething! Safe! MU-COL sold 
at all drug stores. For sample, 
send coupon to MU-COL Ce., 
Dept. T-95, Buffale 3, N.Y. 


Name 
Address 
City. 


EAT ANYTHING 
WITH FALSE TEET Hi 


If you have trouble with plates that 
slip, rock and cause sore gums—try 
Brimms Plasti-Liner. One applica- 
tion makes plates fit snugly without 
powder or paste, because Brimms {, 
Plasti-Liner hardens permanently to 
your plate. Ic relines and refits loose 
plates in a way no powder or paste can do. No need 
co pass up your favorite foods. With plates held 
firmly by Plasti-Liner, YOU CAN EAT ANYTHING! 
Simply lay soft strip of Plasti-Liner on troublesome 
upper or lower. Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy 
to use, tasteless, odorless, harmless to you and your 
plates. Removable as directed. Money back if nor 
completely satisfied. Special Bonus Offer! Send 
only 10¢ —we send you 35¢ package of Tri-Dent 
Denture Cleaner! Hurry, offer expires Nov. 30, 

1955. Plasti-Liner Inc., Buffalo 11, N. ¥Y.—Dept. 48 


BRIMMS PLASTI-LINER 
THE PERMANENT DENTURE RELINER 
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a break and he’ll mess up every trip!” 
But the next afternoon, I phoned Jack 
from New York and arranged to meet him 
at the bar. Then, without telling Phil, I 
drove out to Jersey. I was positive that I 
could persuade Jack to change his mind. 
As I sat at the bar waiting for my pros- 
pective client, my thoughts traveled back 
to my early life in Baltimore. I recalled 
my grandmother’s estimate of me. A tall, 
thin woman with shrewd eyes and a sharp 
tongue, Grandma told my mother one 
day, “That child’s too high-minded! She 
don’t care about nothin’ or nobody except 
herself and gettin’ ahead. How’s she ever 
going to get herself a man? A man don’t 
like a woman who pushes too much.” 


RANDMA WAS RIGHT about one 

thing—I was high-minded, as she put 
it. As far back as I could remember I had 
very definite ideas about what I wanted 
out of life. I dreamed big dreams and I 
knew that some day I would make them all 
come true. Know what you want, then go 
after it—that had been my motto even as a 
youngster. 

Grandma’s observation about men didn’t 
faze me at all. Men were good for one 
thing, I had decided—to get the things a 
woman wanted. What had prompted my 
grandmother’s outburst was a newspaper 
subscription contest in which a bicycle 
was the first prize. Joey, the boy next door, 
had entered the contest, then dropped out 
when he found it hard to get new sub- 
scribers. 

I convinced him that since he wasn’t 
using his subscriptions he should turn 
them over to me and I would take it from 
there. I promised to get a boy’s bike so 
he could also ride, I was so sure I would 
win. I set out on a whirlwind door-to-door 
campaign, making certain to visit pros- 
pects when the man of the house was home. 
The sales pitch I delivered must have been 
sensational, for I turned in a record num- 
ber of new subs. 

The only trouble was, after I had won 
the bicycle, Joey’s parents raised a big 
stink, claiming that their son had half 
ownership in it. They actually stopped 
speaking to my family after I refused to 
concede their point. 

I couldn’t help thinking of that incident 
as I sat there waiting for Jack. Phil and I 
had been partners for a couple of years. 
He proposed marriage to me at regular in- 
tervals, but although I liked him well 
enough he just did not fit into my plans 
for the future. I was ready at any moment 
to dissolve the partnership and strike out 
on my own. Jack Mays appeared to be the 
opportunity for my next step forward. 

So by the time I saw him enter the bar, 
I had definitely decided how he was to fit 





into the scheme of things. The only fly in 


I Thought Love Could Wait 


(Continued from Page 34) 








the ointment was his loyalty to the fellows 
in his quartette. But I had been in the 
game too long to let something like that 
stump me. 

As we sipped our drinks and talked, | 
realized what a striking appearance Jack 
presented and I was grateful for his poise 
and rugged handsomeness. There was 
nothing personal it in, I told myself. It 
was just that it always helps when an en. 
tertainer has charm plus talent. 

“You know, you look much younger and 
more—well, more beautiful than you did 
last night,” he said seriously. 

“Really? And I thought I was the 
‘after hours’ type,” I laughed. Then I shut 
up. The guy really meant it; he was sweet 
that way. I decided to play it straight. 
“You're a darling, Jack,” I cooed, “and I 
can see why you’re worried about what 
would happen to your group if you did a 
single.” 

“That’s right. We've been together for 
a long time. It wouldn’t be fair to break 
up the boy friends in order to make it on 
my own.” 

I patted his hand reassuringly. “But 
look at it this way. Once you get set in 
New York, you'll be in a much better posi- 
tion to help your friends. They can always 
join you later.” 

He still was not convinced, so I decided 
to play my trump card. I glanced at him 
demurely. “I couldn’t say anything about 
this last night while Phil was here, but— 
well, I was sort of counting on you to help 
me out of a jam.” 

“How do you mean?” Jack asked, his 
face full of concern. 

“Phil and I are no longer partners,” I 
lied. “If I had one good account—someone 
like you—I know I could make it by my- 


‘self. Otherwise—” I lowered my eyes and 


let my voice trail off. 

“Gosh—I'd sure like to help you. May- 
be we can work something out.” 

He didn’t know it, but I already had 
everything worked out. But I wisely let 
him talk himself into going along with my 
plan. 

A couple of days later, back in New 
York, I broke the news to Phil, told him 
that Jack had signed an exclusive contract 
with me. He was stunned at first, then 
angry. “So you're cutting out?” he grated. 
“T didn’t know I was a sinking ship.” Phil 
grabbed my wrist. “But get this, baby,” 
he added ominously, “some day you're go- 
ing to pay for this and I intend to be 
around to see it happen!” 

The cash settlement I wrangled out of 
Phil for my 50 per cent of the business 
cleaned him out, but I had no time for 
headaches that were not my own. The 
money was enough to get myself a small 

(Please turn to Page 40) 









e fellows 
n in the 
like that 


talked, | 
ice Jack 
his poise 
eTe was 
yself. It 
n an en- 


ger and 
you did 


was the 
n I shut 
aS sweet 
straight. 
“and I 
it what 
u did a 


her for 
> break 
ce it on 


“But 
- set in 
er posi- 
always 


lecided 
at him 
- about 
 but— 
to help 


2d, his 


rs, i 
meone 
yy my- 
es and 


May- 


y had 
ly let 
th my 


New 
1 him 
ntract 

then 
rated. 
’ Phil 
aby,” 
e £0 


0 be 


ut of 
iness 
> for 

The 
small 





What Will Your Baby Be, 
Girl Or Boy? 


NE OF THE OLDEST and most 

popular of guessing games is based 

on this question: will it be a girl or boy? 

Many is the number of people—in- 

cluding physicians and mid-wives—who 

have devised systems purported to make 
the right guess. 

This is a game in which the chances 
of being right are 50-50. But no one 
has yet devised a system for being 100 
per cent right all the time. In other 
words, parents still must wait nine 
months for the “sure answer” to the 
question. 

Among the systems by which people 
have attempted to predict the sex of the 
coming child are the following: 

1) Position or activity of the fetus. 
2) Heart rate. 
3) Chemical tests. 

Chemical tests are the latest of sex- 
determining methods, but they are not 
yet accurate enough to be called de- 
pendable. They are based on the as- 
sumption that the unborn child has a 
bio-chemical effect on the mother’s phys- 
iology. Male baby’s hormones are said 
to affect the mother in a way different 
from that of the female. 

There are a variety of chemical tests: 
blood, urine, sputum, and skin. 

A German scientist originated the 
heart-rate theory more than 100 years 
ago. 

After counting the heart rates of 100 
unborn babies during the final three 
months of pregnancy, he announced that 
he had made this discovery: when the 
heart rate was 124 or less, a boy was on 
the way. When the rate was 144 or 
higher, a girl was to be born. 

What makes his test impractical is 
this: the heart-beat rate in most babies 
ranges between 122 and 144! 

This system was further discredited 
when it was discovered that the fetal 
heart rate varies from hour to hour, 
depending on the activity, or lack of 
activity, of the unborn child. 

Perhaps the most popular system of 
“determining sex” down through the 
years has been that based on the posi- 
tion or activity of the fetus. 


One theory is that boy babies are 
stronger than girl babies and thus they 
kick more. A particularly active fetus 
is supposed to indicate a boy; a less 
active fetus, a girl. 

It is believed also that when the right 
side of the mother’s abdomen is more 
prominent than the left, a boy will be 
born. In the opposite case, of course, 
it will be a girl. 

Obviously, many mothers-to-be are 
disappointed after they have placed their 
faith in one or more of these “infallible” 
systems. 

And since most mothers are anxious 
to learn in advance whether they will 
have boys or girls, they have become 
easy dupes in a tricky little game played 
by some obstetricians. 

On being asked by the mother what 
her baby will be, the obstetrician will 
say “boy,” but will write down “girl” 
in his record book. When the baby 
comes, if it is a boy, he says nothing— 
for he is right. If he is wrong, he merely 
opens up his book and “proves” to the 
mother that she misunderstood him. 

A mean trick, isn’t it? 

But in the long run, it is harmless, for 
mothers invariably love whatever they 
get—hbe it boy or girl. 
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AMAZING AT 
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Swirling, princess-shape sensation is SO 
flattering to junior figures! Low-cut, back- 
zipped, with unusual sunburst back fullness. 
Silky, color-fast Chromspun acetate taffeta. 
Sizes 9 to 17. Black, Red, Turquoise Blue. 


And - you get a flower on a velvet ribbon FREE! 
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e Wherever 
you live you 
can do all 
your shopping 
from its pages! 


Like a fashion magazine... it 
shows all the new fashions for 
the coming season . . . coats, 
suits, dresses, jackets, sweaters, 
skirts, blouses, slacks, robes, 
gowns, slips, girdles, bras, hose, 
shoes .. . Everything TALL-sized 
10 to 20... everything priced 
like fashions in regular sizes. 


Mail Coupon for your Free Style Book Today 





Over Five-Seven Shops, 5 
465 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. T-30 


Please send me ‘Over Five-Seven Shop" Style Book. 








#470 “ANGEL STRIPES” 
He'll adore you in this 
crisp, feminine, curvey 
striped Taffeta* date 
blouse. Dazzling jewel 
buttons; daring scoop 
neck. White with Red; 
White with Black. 

Sizes 32 to 38. 


3:88 


| BUDGET-PRICED BEAUTIES 


#522 “BACK INTEREST” 

Two-faced Skirt 

That dream man will turn 

his head for another look 

when you stroll by in our 
slim, slinky skirt! 
Silky Taffeta* with 
giant hip pockets; 
back zipper; button 
trim on pockets and 
double slits at hem. 
Black, Red or Grey. 
Sizes 10 to 20. 


5.98 





*Rayon and Acetate 
COPYRIGHT 1954 
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51500 MONTHLY 
Work in fabulous So. America, The Islands, Africa, 
U. S. A., or other foreign countries. Ali Trades, 
Labor, Clerical, Drivers, Mechanics, Engineers, etc. 
Many benefits. Tax-free earnings. Chance to travel. 
Fare paid if hired. Make and save a fortune. 
Application forms. Opportunities for women also. 

For free information Write Dept. 76 H 

NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 

1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 
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You can learn practical nursing at 
spares time. Magee endorsed by 


56th yr. One graduate uate has charge of 10- 
bed hospital. Another saved $400 while 
learning. Equipment included. Men, 
women 18 to 60. ao school not 
equired. ry? tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
ICAGO SCHOOL OF F NURSING 
Dept. 779, 25 East Jacksen Bivd., Chicago 4, 111. 
Please send free and 18 gone lesson pages. 
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office downtown, and since all I wanted 
was a good address and a telephone, I 
didn’t worry about fancy furnishings. 

My next step was to get some engage- 
ments for Jack to sing at private parties 
given by wealthy people in their swanky 
Park Avenue apartments and Long Island 
homes. The fees were enough to keep me 
going until I could land something big for 
my client. Jack spent his earnings for 
vocal coaching and spent most of his 
spare time studying. At first, I objected. 
I couldn’t see the necessity of a pop singer 
with a fine natural voice like Jack’s going 
to school. 

Then it struck me. Jack was so inter- 
ested in serious music, why not cash in 
on it? I knew less than nothing about 
music, except that people paid money to 
hear it. And it didn’t take a mathematical 
genius to look at the box office prices at 
Carnegie Hall and other long-hair audi- 
toriums to figure out that Jack could make 
more money singing classics than he could 
as just another pop singer. 

But Jack refused to see the logic in it 
when I proposed the idea to him. “Aren’t 
you jumping in a little over your head, 
Hazel?” he wanted to know. “The concert 
racket is tough. You just don’t walk in 
and take over.” 

“You do if you’ve got something to 
sell,” I told him confidently, handing him 
a check for his last engagement. 

He came around the desk where I sat 
and looked down at me, studying me close- 
ly. “Is that what I am to you? A product 
to be sold to the highest bidder?” 

I felt my cheeks burning as his dark 
eyes bored into mine, and for once my glib 
tongue was faltering. “What do you 
mean?” His soft, tender expression told 
me exactly what he meant, but I was 
sparring. for time to collect my thoughts. 

“Maybe I’m just a sentimental dope,” 
he said softly. “Maybe some of the things 
I try to say in my music have got me 
dreaming things I shouldn’t.” He caressed 
my cheek with the back of his hand, run- 
ning his supple fingers from my forehead 
down to my chin and it was all that I could 
do to sit motionless. “I had a crazy idea 
that maybe we had something more than 
a cold-blooded business relationship,” he 
continued. 

I found my tongue. “Not cold-blooded, 
Jack—cold cash! And when I get you 
started singing concerts, there'll be plenty 
of cash for both of us.” With an effort, I 
hardened my voice. “Now run on home 
and start tuning up for your concert 
debut.” 

Jack jammed the check I’d given him 
into his pocket and stalked out of the of- 
fice, leaving me alone with an odd sensa- 
tion in the region of my heart. I had all 
the normal impulses and desire for love 
and affection, just as any other woman, but 
I had always sternly suppressed them. I 
realized that while I was no raving beauty, 
I was attractive to men when I wanted to 
be, and I never hesitated to use this charm 


whenever I thought it would be to my ad- 
vantage. 

I had used it unashamedly on influential 
men I had met at the society affairs where 
Jack had sung and I knew I could count 
on their backing. So I was not worried 
about breaking into a new field. 

Yet, something about Jack’s timid but 
sincere romantic overture disturbed me. 
For the first time in my life I felt that I 
could let myself go and wholeheartedly 
give myself to a man. But I knew, too, that 
it would mean the end of the success I had 
dreamed of and worked so hard to achieve. 
You can wait, Hazel, I told myself as I 
plunged into the pile of work on my desk. 
But deep inside, a small, persistent voice 
cried out, “It’s later than you think!” 

T TOOK A LOT of hard work and care- 

ful maneuvering even to interest the 
right people in Jack Mays as a concert 
artist. I'd seen to it that his name was 
known in all the right places and many 
of the music world big-wigs had heard him 
sing. Finally, every detail except one was 
arranged. I still had to convince Jack’s 
vocal coach and get his cooperation. 

I found Prof. Janek in an old-fashioned 
office at the end of a long hall in the 
downtown music school where Jack was a 
student. The white-haired instructor was 
glad to see me until I mentioned the pur- 
pose of my visit. 

“But you must admit, Professor Janek, 
Jack isn’t an ordinary singer. He deserves 
a chance to be heard,” I insisted. 

“Mr. Mays is a gifted young man, Miss 
Anthony,” he agreed, “but I am afraid for 
him—afraid he will not be permitted to 
fully develop.” 

I scoffed at that. “You can’t keep a good 
man down,” I said. 

He shook his head. “You are taking 
him too fast. He is not yet ready for those 
ambitious plans of yours. Someday, may- 
be—” 

Suddenly I was impatient with this dod- 
dering old fool. “Prof. Janek, I want you 
to prepare Jack for a concert I’ve ar- 
ranged,” I said determinedly. “You'll be 
paid whatever fee you set. All I ask is 
that you keep your opinions to yourself.” 

He gave me a slow, pitying smile and 
stood up. “I am afraid you are wasting 
your time, young lady. I am thinking of 
Mr. Mays’ welfare. Obviously, you are not. 
Good day!” 

My first stop after leaving the school was 
the phone booth in a corner drug store and 
a few minutes later I was talking to the 
chairman of the board of directors of the 
music school. He remembered me from a 
literary tea on Fifth Avenue when Jack’s 
superb singing was the only notable con- 
tribution to an otherwise boring afternoon. 
I told him my problem and immediately he ~ 
suggested that he have a heart to heart 
talk with Prof. Janek. 

“I’m sure he’ll do it, Miss Anthony,” he — 
told me. “After all, your client is quite — 

(Continued on Page 79) 
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NOTHING IN THE WORLD can be more eye-appealing than 
the markets in September, filled with local home grown 
vegetables of every description. The array of colors is equal 
only to a vibrant sunset. Full of health and vitamins, they are 
at their best this time of the year. Plenty of fresh vegetables 
should grace the table for every food-conscious family, for they 
help build up much needed resistance for the cold, blustery days 
ahead. 
The Home Service Department has a wealth of unusual recipes 
for your good old garden pal, the potato, which will draw many 
words of praise for the homemaker, and. add interest to everyday 


meal planning. 
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ick to school “jumper dress” is charcoal, pink black 
on plaid. Bodice blouse has pink dicky inset and tiny little 
boy collar and cuffs. Price: $4. 











y woven cotton plaid of blue and green has long bodice 
ull skirt. White accents are at hip cuffs, collar and 
sleeves. Half belt buckles in back. Price: $8. 
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Red and green plaid torso dress has white pique cord- 


ing and lace trimmed Peter Pan collar. Navy cotton 
sweater is trimmed with matching plaid. Price: $6. 


HAST DAY IN SCHOOL 


od DRESSED in crisp, new cotton dresses 

millions of delightfully inquisitive youngsters 
will take their first big step this fall towards learn- 
ing their three “R’s.” Bubbling with excitement 
and curiosity they are off to a new adventure, the 
very first day of school! It’s great fun for the kids 
and more fun for mothers, especially if they’re on 
hand to record this “once in a lifetime” day with 
a camera. Call it “Adventure Kindergarten” and 
let the camera take a “picture story” of your child’s 
first school days. The pictures will be cherished as 
keepsakes in the family album, and will bring many 
laughs in the years to come. Little girls love to 
primp before the camera in pretty dresses. Back 
to school frocks are styled with full, billowy skirts 
and cute detail. Going to school will be lots of 
fun as youngsters dash off in wear-resistant cottons 
that take to quick tubbings and still retain their 
neatness. Plaids seem to be the leading fabric de 
sign this season. Shown on these pages is a ward- 
robe any little girl would be proud of. Dresses by 
Nannette of New York. 








ote 


As mother captures a picture story of her daughter’s first day at school, the little model mugs mischievously for the camera. 
Her corduroy jumper is a bright turquoise and buttons down the back. Plaid blouse ties in front and has matching hankie. Price: $5. 





: . we > ‘ 
Bright red cotton smock for home-or-school activities protects Two-in-one “sweater dress” has coordinating sweater that can be 
clothes from soil and grease. Black and white striped cotton worn separately. Red and green plaid dress has puffed sleeves 
accents collar and cuffs. Price: $4. and white collar. Price: $6. 43 
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Use cotton for applying wave lotion. The hair can 


—— CAN be more important 
to a home than a well stocked 
medicine cabinet, with all the necessary 
little things that can be used for every- 
day emergencies. A wise housewife will 
take stock of her bathroom cabinet as 
often as she does her pantry shelves, and 
see that everything is up to date and 
ready for use. 

Cotton in all forms is one of the most 
necessary items, for it can be used for 
so many things in so many ways. First, 
it is necessary always to keep a roll of 
cotton and bandages close at hand, espe- 


WHAT 
| A LITTLE 
BIT OF 
COTTON 
CAN DO 
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fect for cleaning around the baby’s neck, cotton dabs can 
be used to bathe baby at intervals on hot days. The soft 
ton does not irritate delicate skin, makes baby feel cool. 














even be rolled on cotton for curling. Dabs of 
cotton are perfect too, for applying cleansing cream and pancake makeup, and protect the skin 
from soiled puffs. 





Bits of cotton are the perfect answer when applying or removing 
nail polish. Pedicures are easier and neater when cotton is placed 
between each toe to prevent smearing while polish is drying. 







cially when there are babies and small 
children around. Open cuts and bruises 
should be attended to immediately and 
handled with care. For every-day, 
around-the-clock uses, it is surprising 
what a little bit of cotton can do. Eco- 
nomical, easy to use and to dispose of, 
bits of cotton are the answer to many 
things, from beauty to every day prac- 
tical duty. There are all kinds of cute 
containers that will fit into any bathroom 
and add a decorator’s touch, while keep- 
ing cotton bits close at hand. TAN’s 
cotton squares are Coets. 
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Cotton is quick and easy to use for applying lotions and cos- For safeguarding light dresses and underwear from spots of per- 
metics that camouflage skin blemishes. To set your lipstick, fume and cologne, dampen cotton bits with perfume and run on 
dampen cotton with cold water, and press on the lips. the skin or place in bra. Eye lotion is used at right. 






rbs of 


2 skin 


Pn 
Wey 
iia 2 Se 




















Every mother wants her baby to have a 
smal] healthy, well-formed body, and to grow up 
ruises into an active, alert child. 
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After baby’s bath, gently apply oil or talcum 
powder. The soft, smooth feel of cotton helps 
to soothe the tender skin. 
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HE QUICKEST WAY to shining ing exercises. Between shampoos, hair 
hair beauty during hot summer _ needs extra attention much as the skin re- 
weather is with a sturdy, spanking clean _ quires daily care between baths. For glis- 
hair brush, and a daily routine of brush- __ tening, silky gloss that is easy to manage, 











Sparkling shiny hair with 

gleaming highlights is ac- 

cented for summer with col- 
orful flower blossoms. 
























invest in two inexpensive nylon hair ing to distribute the natural oils in the — is just before bedtime. Make sure your 


hair 

= brushes and brush beauty and glamour hair and to remove dust particles and _ brushes are sparkling clean. A quick dip 

slis into your hair. No matter what texture __ bits of soot that have accumulated during __ in a solution of ammonia, soap and wa- 
age type your hair is, it needs a daily brush- the day. The ideal time to brush hair ter will promptly insure this cleanliness. | 





























TFOR GLAMOROUS HAIR | 


Hair should be brushed regularly between 

shampoos to distribute the natural oils and 

to remove snarls and tangles. Brush in 

various directions, but make certain the 
entire scalp is covered. 

















Use long, swift brush strokes that begin at 


ith the hair roots and continue outward to the 
“t end. Establish a daily brushing schedule 
a. 


that will include at least 100 strokes per 
night. 











Rotate brushing dutyiusing two hair brush- 
es for a faster and éusier routine. Nylon 
brushes are excellengifor they dry quickly 
and are comparatively inexpensive. 











Novelty Baked Potatoes 


Wash and peel 6 long white potatoes. Bore a hole through each, large 
enough to insert a frankfurter. Wrap stuffed potato in foil. Place on 
rack in a pressure saucepan and cook 15 minutes. Allow pressure to 
return to down position. Open foil and place potatoes on baking sheet 


in hot 425°F. oven for 10-15 minutes. 


Cream of White Potato Soup 


Pare 3 medium long white potatoes. Dice 
finely and cook with 2 medium diced onions 
and | cup chicken stock for 25 minutes. 
Rub through a fine sieve and add % tbsp. 
butter, 1 tsp. salt, 4% tsp. pepper and 11% 
cups light cream. Simmer until hot. Serve 
in soup bowls. Sprinkle with chopped 
chives and paprika. 


LAIN OR FANCY, potatoes rate top 

billing as one of the best liked favor- 
ites in the vegetable parade. Their zesty, 
delicious flavor makes them ideal com- 
binations with meats, fish and other 
vegetables. Flourishing in this realm of 
popularity, the sturdy, rugged white po- 
tato should be included at least once in 
the day’s menu. They are economically 
priced, and nine months out of each 
year are considered “good buys” of the 
season. 

There are hundreds of ways to pre | 
pare potatoes to please the family. Their — 
popularity is largely due to their all ~ 
around usefulness, as they are good for 
mashing, for French frying and boiling, 
as well as baking. The rich, mealy flavor 
and creamy goodness of potatoes should 
not be camouflaged with too many spices” 
or heavy sauces. To really enhance the 
excellent flavor of potatoes, let the potato) 
“speak for itself.” 











Creamy Baked Potatoes 


Scrub potatoes and dry thoroughly. Rub well 
with fat if a soft skin is desired. Bake in hot 
oven 425°F. for 45 minutes until potatoes are 
soft. Remove from oven and make two gashes 
in the center in the form of a cross; press 
potato with fingers. Insert a large piece of but- 
ter while potato is hot. Garnish with crisp endive. 


Long White Potato Cake 


Cream 1 cup shortening, 2 cups sugar, and 2 
cups cooked, mashed white potatoes. Add 1 
ounce unsweetened chocolate, melted. Mix in 
4 beaten egg yolks. Sift 2 cups flour, 2 tsp. 
soda, 1 tsp. cloves, 1 tsp. cinnamon and I tsp. 
salt; add alternately with 34 cup sour milk. Add 
2 cups raisins and 1 cup nuts. Fold in beaten 


egg whites. Bake at 350°F. for 60 minutes. 


Wi, 


mm wi Ply ” 


iey, 
Wy 


Hot Potato Salad 


Boil 6 medium white potatoes in their jackets until tender. Cool, peel, 

slice into oven-proof casserole. Add Y2 cup chopped onion and Y% cup 

chopped pimiento. Cook 6 slices bacon until crisp, drain fat and save. 

Add dash pepper, % tsp. celery seed, 1 tbsp. sugar and 1% cup white 

vinegar to bacon fat. Heat to boil, and pour over potatoes. Top with 
bacon. Place in moderate oven for 30 minutes. 
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California’s Mother of the Year says: 


“Four generations of my family 
cook with 
Carnation. 
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Mrs. Ruby Berkley Goodwin 


1654 West 39th Place, 
Los Angeles, California 


Actress, author, community leader, grand- 
mother, devoted wife and mother of 
five children—that’s versatile Mrs. Ruby 
Goodwin, who was voted California 
Mother of the Year for 1955...author 
of the well-known book It’s Good To 
Be Black... busy Hollywood actress... 
founder of the Educational Extension 
Club, which helps send deserving young 
people to college. 
‘My first concern has always been my 
home and family,” says Mrs. Goodwin. 
| take pride in my cooking, too, and 
that’s why Carnation Milk has always 
been a staple food in our house. My 
mother taught me to cook with Carna- 
tion. I taught my daughter, and now 
I’m teaching my granddaughter!” 
You, too, will find Carnation makes 
your cooking ever so much easier and 
tastier and richer. Try some today! 





Three generations of good cooks—Mrs. 
Goodwin, her mother, and her daugh- 
ter watch little Carmen, the fourth 
generation, learning to make soups 
rich and tasty with Carnation Milk. 


Mrs. Goodwin says: 
“Never a lumpy cream sauce with 


Carnation!” 


Carnation b 
— CREAM SAUCE 
(Makes about 2 cups) 


2 tablespoons flour 134 cups (large can) 
2 teaspoon salt undiluted CARNATION 
2 tablespoons butter EVAPORATED MILK 


Blend flour, salt.and butter in saucepan over low 
heat until smooth. Gradually add undiluted Car- 
nation to the butter-flour mixture. Stir constantly 
until thickened and smooth. 
| FOR CREAMY CORN AND SAUSAGE CASSEROLE, 
pour Cream Sauce over mixture of 2 cups cooked 
pork sausage or ham, % cup chopped green pep- 
per. 2 cups well-drained canned corn in buttered 
1Y%-quart casserole. 
Top casserole with 
cup crated cheese and 
6 tomato slices. Bake 
in moderate oven 
(350° F.) 25-30 min. 





i siananen. 
Having raised five healthy children of 
her own, and now with two darling 
grandchildren, Mrs. Goodwin was se- 
lected to judge a recent Los Angeles 
“Camation Healthy Baby Contest.” 
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After a cup of coffee “creamed” with 
Camation, Mrs. Goodwin enjoys blind 
pianist Andrea Greenwood, who is 
now studying at U.C.L.A., thanks 
to the Educational Extension Club! 





“from 
Contented 
Cows” 


WORLD’S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 








Fresh Potato-Beef Hash 


Brown 1 pound ground beef in 3 tbsps. hot 
fat. Add 2 cups coarsely grated, raw po- 
tato, %4 cup chopped green pepper, '/ cup 
minced onion, 2 tsp. salt and a dash of 
pepper. Cover and cook for 20-25 minutes. 
Remove cover and top with % cup chili 
sauce. Place under broiler to brown and 
crisp top of hash. This hash is slightly 
dry, and if you enjoy hash very moist, add 
'% cup beef stock or bouillon cube, plus 
water to hash before cooking. 





White Potato Rolls 


Combine 1 cup scalded milk, 1 cup hot 
mashed potato, Y2 cup shortening, 4 cup 
sugar and 2 tsps: salt in mixing bowl; 
let stand until lukewarm. Add 1 cake 
fresh or granular yeast softened in % 
cup lukewarm water. Add 2 beaten eggs. 
Cover and let stand in warm place 1 hour. 
Stir in 4%-5 cups flour. Knead until 
smooth on a lightly floured surface. Place 
in greased mixing bowl; grease top of 
dough; cover and chill. About 11/2 hours 
before serving time, shape rolls and place 
in greased pans; let rise 1-144 hours. Bake 
in 425°F. oven 15-20 minutes. 
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Confessions Of A Doctor’s Wife 


(Continued from Page 23) 


and I set a smile on my lips and forced 
myself to carry on. 

As I said, that was my first lesson in how 
to be the wife of a doctor. 

At this point, I want to add a word of 
warning, just as my husband does when 
he hands one of his patients a prescription: 
“To be taken as directed.” And what I 
have to say is to be taken for what it is 
—the personal account of one woman who 
happens to be married to a physician. 

I don’t claim that my husband is like all 
other doctors nor that every doctor’s wife 
is like me. On the other hand, there are 
certain trials and tribulations—and com- 
pensating joys—that we in this exclusive 
sorority share. 

I can’t think of any other profession in 
which a man is so completely at the beck 
and call of other people as medicine. This 
is especially true of the general practi- 
tioner, like my husband. 

Office hours, for instance, are seldom as 
they are printed on a doctor’s calling card. 
Many’s the time I have parked outside 
Harvey’s office at his scheduled quitting 
time, 9 p.m., and waited for what seemed 
hours until he finished with his last patient. 

I remember how it was when I used to 
go up to his office to wait. At nine on the 
dot, Harvey would lock the outer door and 
signal secretly to me that he wouldn’t be 
long getting rid of the three or four pa- 
tients usually remaining in the waiting 
room. I’d light up a cigarette, pick up a 
copy of Ebony or Look and settle back. 

Half an hour later, I’d still be waiting. 
Harvey would take just as much time with 
the late comers as he had with the early 
arrivals. And even with the door locked, 
there’d invariably be someone who rapped 
insistently and just wouldn’t go away. 
Harvey would finally let the person in, 
murmuring apologetically to me that it 
might be an emergency. 

Eventually, I became accustomed to this 
routine and would call for my husband 15 
minutes or half an hour later and wait at 
the soda fountain in the drug store on the 
corner until he picked me up. It was easier 
on my nerves that way. 

This was the closest I ever came to shar- 
ing any part of my husband’s professional 
life. Ordinarily, we never talked about his 
patients and I very seldom saw any of 
them. Now and then Harvey might men- 
tion that he had an unusually difficult case 
on his hands, but I soon learned to listen 
without really hearing what he said. 

After five years of marriage, I knew no 
more about a simple operation like an ap- 
pendectomy, for example, than I did when 
I first met my husband. 

I don’t think any doctor’s wife ever com- 
pletely gets over the feeling of intense 
pride at the realization that so many peo- 
ple depend on the man she loves, literally 
put their lives in his hands. Maybe doc- 


tors’ wives who were once nurses don’t 
consider it unusual, but whenever I allow 
myself to think about it my chest swells 
with pride—and I get a little scared! 

I think that sometimes other people tend 
to forget that doctors are only human, too. 
They have their weaknesses and faults, 
their fears and doubts, just as we all do. 
And this is where having an understanding 
wife can be so important. 

Her strength and sympathy are things 
he can cling to when he loses a patient or 
comes across a hopeless case of illness. 


I RECALL HARVEY’S first cancer case, 

an elderly woman who had waited too 
long before getting the medical examina- 
tion that might have saved her life. Harvey 
came home that night and cried like a 
baby. 

“If only there was something I could 
do, Fern!” he repeated brokenly. 

All I could do was hold him comforting- 
ly in my arms. Words don’t mean much at 
a time like that, but eventually he calmed 
down and I was even more keenly aware 
that the bond between doctor and patient 
is just as strong on his side as on the other. 

There’s one misconception about doctors 
and their wives I'd like to get rid of once 
and for all. That is the mistaken notion 
that all of us are wallowing in the lap of 
luxury. Sure, there are medical men in all 
sections of the country who are prominent 
members of society and who have lucrative 
practices that enable them to live lavish 
mink-and-Cadillac existences. 

To be sure, there are more and more of 
these wealthy doctors today, just as there 
are in every group, but they are the excep- 
tion rather than the rule. When you con- 
sider the fact that the great majority of our 
people cannot afford large fees for office 
visits or for surgery, it is easy to see why 
most doctors’ families live in a style not too 
different from those of men in well-paid 
jobs. 

By this I don’t mean that doctors are 
starving as they were during the depression 
period I hear the older doctors’ wives tell 
about. Doctors are earning more these 
days—and spending more for the necessi- 
ties of life, just as everyone else is. 

Many doctors donate their time and tal- 
ents to work in clinics, where patients are 
unable to pay, and this is true even of 
those specialists who command high fees. 

Another group of medical men who do a 
wonderful, little publicized job are those 
in small towns and rural areas. Doctors in 
the South are pioneers in breaking down 
barriers in all-white medical societies and 
hospitals. Many of them treat patients of 
both races, which is certainly a big step 
toward full equality. 

All doctors are wolves! I can hear 
someone declaring. I'd be less than truth- 


ful if I made an equally broad statement 
and said that they all are models of virtue. 
I know there are those who try to carry 
their bedside manner from the hospital 
ward into the boudoir. The newspapers 
give a big play to an MD who gets a di- 
vorce or who becomes a victim of his own 
indiscretions. But that’s because such 
stories make juicy headlines. You rarely 
see stories about happily married doctors 
and their wives. 

In a way, I blame the wives of doctors 
who have reputations for “playing.” No 
man—doctor or otherwise—will do much 
straying if he is content at home. 

No. A wolf is a wolf, whether he’s a 
doctor, lawyer or Indian chief. 

But I do want to put in a few choice 
words for the female vultures who make 
medical men their prey. They are the bane 
of the life of a woman married to a doc- 
tor. I’ve learned there are several types 
of women who make doctors their special 
target. 

First, there is the woman who gets am- 
orous the moment a man—any man—is in 
the vicinity. Men in all walks of life are 
iamiliar with this “pushover” type and—if 
they’re wise—avoid her like the plague. In 
most cases they are nymphomaniacs, insa- 
tiable women who are in need of help from 
a good doctor—a psychiatrist! 

Then there is the “impressionable” type 
of woman, who is fascinated by all the 
glamour attached to the medical profes- 
sion. These are women who “go for” men 
in uniform, men with high-sounding titles, 
men with well-known names. It inflates 
their ego to be with a man who has made 
a reputation in the community. 

The “husband snatcher” type is well- 
known and it is only because some doctors 
are married that they latch on to them. 
To these female jackals, the fact that a 
man is married makes him more attractive. 
They’re like a child who wants a toy only 
because his playmate has it. 

The most dangerous type, however, are 
the “seductive sirens.” I mean women who 
are perfectly normal until they take their 
clothes off—a virtual necessity when being 
examined by a doctor. 

Most of them start indulging in fan- 
tasies that get them all worked up. These 
are the women who are chronic “rape vic- 
tims’ —in their own minds. Men have been 
sent to jail, even lynched, because some 
woman let her wild imagination run away 
with her. 

It is my firm conviction that in most 
instances it is a case of wishful thinking! 

I confess it took me some time to adopt 
an objective attitude toward the seductress. 
It’s not easy to act unconcerned when a 
hip-swinging young female wolf, whose 
morals are as loose as her curves, tip into 
your husband’s private office and see the 
door close behind her. 

And it’s just as disconcerting to over- 
hear snatches of conversation describing 
the wild antics that supposedly occurred 
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in some doctor’s office—and wonder if it’s 
your own husband who was involved. 

Even so, I can’t entirely blame the man 
in every such case. No sensible man with 
social standing and a reputation in one of 
the most respected professions is likely to 
jeopardize all that by deliberately putting 
himself to be tempted into a compromis- 
ing position. But with some full-blown, 
half-nude nymph flitting provocatively 
about his private office, it would take a 
superman to resist the temptation. 

But in the end, the compensations out- 
weigh all the disadvantages. The irregular 
hours can be frustrating, it’s true. Many’s 
the time I’ve eaten a cold dinner alone or 
roused myself in the middle of the night to 
help my husband get ready to make an 
emergency call. 

But a woman who is married to a police- 
man, a soldier or a traveling man also 
must learn to make adjustments. 

And when I hear a fellow doctor praise 
my husband’s work, or see the deep, un- 
spoken gratitude in the eyes of some pa- 
tient he has helped, I know it is all 
worthwhile. 

I guess my biggest disappointment was 
when our son was born. Being the wife 
of a doctor is no guarantee that a woman 
will have no fear when she approaches this 
important event in her life. I felt that if 
only Harvey could deliver the baby every- 
thing would come out all right, but that, 
of course, was out of the question. 

So I was under the care of one of my 
husband’s colleagues. As I lay on the hos- 
pital bed waiting my time, my mind trav- 
eled back over the four years I’d been a 
loctor’s wife. I realized how much I had 
matured in that time and became aware 
)f the many times I had failed my husband. 

rhen, the expected happened. Harvey, 
who had promised to stay beside me 
throughout the ordeal, was called away 
just before I was taken up to the delivery 
room. Of course, I was very bitter; so 
angry at Harvey for deserting me that I 
refused to speak to him when he visited 
me in my room a few hours later. 

“It was an O.B. case, Fern,” Harvey ex- 
plained. “A young mother alone in a 
dingy two-room apartment—one of my 
clinic patients. Her husband was at work 
and a neighbor called.” 

“IT was alone, too!” I sobbed into my 
pillow. 

Harvey went on as if I hadn’t spoken. 

Naturally, I wanted to be with you, but 
[ knew you were in good hands. Besides, 
I was sure you'd been a doctor’s wife long 
enough to know that no matter what hap- 
pens, neither of us can ever think of 
ourselves first.” 

In my heart I knew he was right and I 
felt better the moment the nurse brought 
in our son. As I held the cuddly bundle 
tenderly in my arms, I smiled up at my 
husband. 

“You know what I want him to be?” 1 
said softly. “A doctor like his daddy!” 

THE END 
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My Husband Was A Convict 


(Continued from Page 25) 


He had never mentioned his folks being 
dead, I thought to myself. Then confused 
and perplexed I began questioning Danny, 
asking him when we would go to his home 
so I could meet his family. 

Danny was always vague and evasive at 
my questions. They seemed to disturb him 
and he would retreat into a shell of silence. 

My curiosity gave way to fear—I became 
haunted by the thought that all was not 
right with my Danny and that somewhere 
back in his shrouded past was some awful 
secret he was determined I should not dis- 
cover. 

It was almost the end of September 
when the letter came. Danny was back 
in school and it had been forwarded to 
our house from the place where he had 
been staying before we married. 

Danny was studying late that night in 
the library and after I had seen the post- 
mark I could hardly control my curiosity 
until he came home. 

I handed him the letter and instead of 
the excitement expected he took one look 
at the postmark and went into the bed- 
room. He remained there a long time. The 
old fears and uneasiness that had haunted 
me in the past returned and I trembled 
as they swept over me. I rushed into the 
bedroom, where he stood staring blankly 
out of the window. The look on his face 
confirmed my wildest fears. Something was 
wrong, drastically wrong. 

“What is it?” I said in a low voice. 
“What’s wrong, Danny?” 

He turned toward me and the look in his 
eyes was half tender and half savage. 

“I’m going home, Baby.” 

“Oh, Danny,” I shouted as I threw my 
arms around his waist and drew him close 
to me, “Take me with you. please darling!” 

“No,” he snapped, breaking away rough- 
ly. “No. You wouldn’t enjoy yourself. 
Moreover, I don’t intend to be gone very 
long.” 

Those last words would have reassured 
me if it had not been for the grim manner 
in which they were spoken. Why was he 
going home? And why didn’t he want me 
to go with him? 

“Please,” I begged. “Oh, please!” Final- 
ly, he relented and agreed to let me go 
with him. 

The train ride was hot and dirty. Danny 
sat and brooded in the seat next to mine. 
He looked worried and seldom spoke. He 
seemed preoccupied with weighty, momen- 
tous thoughts of his own—thoughts he did 
not want to share with me, his wife. I 
looked out the window and watched the 
flat, freshly-harvested countryside roll by. 

The closer we came to our destination 
the more nervous he became. Small beads 
of perspiration clung to the soft edges of 
his hair. His mind seemed to be racing 
far ahead of us. I was afraid. 

When the train puffed into the station 


Danny hustled me into a cab and gave an 
“across-the-river” address to the driver, 
His face was grim, cut with hard, deter- 
mined lines. 

The cab bumped across the rutted 
streets, its headlights casting shadows on 
the ugly, misshapen houses that lined our 
path. The smell of the river was in the 
air. It was the stagnant, unclean smell of 
the river lapping against the mudbanks 
and rotting piers of the river town—the 
smell of river men who propped themselves 
against the rotting timbers of the quaint 
old houses. 

The cab twisted and turned through the 
maze of ugly streets cut between the un- 
painted, crooked houses then screeched to 
an abrupt stop. Danny leaned forward to 
pay the fare and as I looked through the 
window I involuntarily sank further into 
the seat of the cab. 

“We’re here,” exclaimed Danny, appar- 
ently taking grim satisfaction from my 
discomfiture. 

“Step on up, my lady friend,” he added, 
with unmistakable sarcasm in his voice. 

“Ts this . . . is this where you live?” I 
asked with a voice that trailed off into the 
silence of disbelief. 

“Yep, mighty fine pad. ain’t it?” Danny’s 
laugh was ugly and I pulled away from his 
helping arm. 

Once out of the cab I was able to inspect 
a little more closely the decaying, sagging 
structure that Danny had called home. 
The dim light from the street softened the 
barren ugliness of the unpainted boards, 
but it could not transform the crude shape 
of the house. I could see that it was built 
back from the crevice-ridden sidewalk and 
was supported by stilts. which brought it 
up to street level. All the houses in the 
row were built like this, the stilts digging 
down into the slope of the ravine which 
bordered the street. A crude, narrow board- 
walk stretched from the sidewalk to the 
front porch. 

Danny guided me over the creaky board- 
walk, across the rickety porch and, with a 
vicious push of his upraised foot, booted 
open the front door and yelled in a loud 
voice that he was home. 

A huge woman looked up in lazy surprise 
from a mouse-nibbled mohair couch, upon 
which she had loosely reclined her great 
bulk. 

“Whatchu doin’ here Dan’l,” she asked. 

“Len, come’n see who done come back,” 
she shouted, eyeing me suspiciously at the 
same time. 

“Who dat chu got wid you, Dan’l?” 

“My wife, Virginia.” Danny pushed me 
out into the middle of the crowded room 
and I stumbled over two filthy babies play- 
ing with a mangy pup on the floor. 

“Go over and kiss my Ma,” Danny point 
ed to the greasy mass of flesh on the couch. 
I stared at him incredulously. 
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Before I could move “Len” appeared 
from behind the faded yellow rag that 
apparently separated the dingy room from 
the rest of the house. He was small and 
yellow-skinned with stringy black hair that 
hung in uneven lengths above his peering, 
clouded eyes. He stank of cheap whisky. 

“So you took a woman, eh?” His voice 
was surprisingly soft, but at the same time 
bore a harsh quality. 

“Not bad either,” he added, eyeing me 
hungrily. 

“Whatchu come back here for?” he 
asked, turning back to Danny. “Shoulda 
known there’d be trouble when I seen 
somea your good for nought friends a-hang- 
ing in this neighborhood. Where you been, 
anyhow? Just disappear and then a coupla 
years later shows up again. Now I guess 
we gotta put you and your ol’ lady up 
now. Ma, get up and let ’em have that 
couch!” 


HE LAST STATEMENT brought my 

cloudy, wandering mind back into sharp 
focus. I had been trying to picture Danny 
in this home. Danny, who spoke so well 
and studied so diligently—the quiet, dig- 
nified Danny I had fallen in love with 
and married. 

“No,” I interrupted, half choking back 
the tears, “that won’t be necessary. Danny 
just wanted to stop by and pay his regards. 
We are staying somewhere else,” I blurted 
out without really knowing what Danny 
had on that strange, silent mind of his. 

I looked over at my suitcase. which the 
two small urchins had started to drag 
across the floor. Danny looked at me and 
I detected a glint of amusement in his 
eyes. I had asked for it, I knew that. 
Danny had told me not to come, and it 
was I who had insisted. Yet. I couldn’t 
stay in that grimy, dirty house. Besides, it 
was becoming increasingly obvious that 
Danny hadn’t come home just to visit his 
folks—these people didn’t even know he 
was coming! 

Danny picked up the suitcases and half 
mumbled the name of somebody he wanted 
his parents to tell hello. Whoever it was 
were probably the parents of the filthy 
infants in the middle of the floor—and 
from what I had already seen I figured 
they’d probably be found on some street 
corner or in some dingy dive. 

Once out in the street, I breathed a sigh 
of relief. “I think you insulted them,” 
Danny said. 

I had a sudden urge to tell Danny that 
such scum could not be insulted—and that 
he was part of it. How, my inquisitive 
mind asked, and where did Danny fit into 
that picture. My Danny wasn’t at all like 
those people. Danny had none of their 
lazy, shiftless, degenerate ways. God. how 
that place stunk. The unbelievable filth, 
the hopeless atmosphere, the horror of 
what I had just seen would be part of the 
background of my children. A sudden, 
sickening revolting feeling swept over me 
—a revolt against the man walking beside 
me, a revolt against my own husband. 


It was late and Danny picked his way 
among the ruts in the street. He put his 
arm out to help me, but I suddenly couldn’t 
bear having him touch me. I slipped down 
the trough of one of the ruts and felt a 
sharp pain shoot up my right ankle. 

Danny turned into a big house that had 
a large sign with the crudely-printed words, 
“Rooms For Rent,” in the window. The 
place seemed to be reasonably clean and 
the lady who led us in seemed to know 
Danny pretty well. 

They exchanged a few quiet words, I 
suppose about the cost of a room but I 
wasn’t too concerned about what they were 
saying because my ankle had started to 
throb and I wanted to get off it as soon 
as possible. 

The needling, sharp pains vanished, how- 
ever, and I was rudely swept back into my 
unwholesome environment when the wom- 
an suddenly turned, looked at me, and 
asked Danny: “Who’s the doll?” 

“Ain’t she cute?” asked Danny, as he 
looked me up and down as if I were some 
streetwalker he was about to seduce. If it 
hadn’t been for the throbbing pain in my 
ankle I would have left him then. Why. 
my troubled mind queried, didn’t he tell 
the woman I was his wife? 

The room wasn’t too bad and I soon 
had a damp towel around my ankle. Danny 
was very concerned over its puffiness. I 
hadn’t told him I had hurt it. 

From time to time Danny would rest- 
lessly look at his watch and finally about 
11:45 he told me that he was going out 
and would return shortly. I was skeptical 
of staying in the strange house alone, but 
by then I wasn’t overly-anxious for Dan- 
ny’s company. I figured he probably want- 
ed to go out and see what was happening 
with his old friends on some street corner. 

It was very late when Danny came in 
but I didn’t know exactly how late it was 
because I was soundly asleep—worn out by 
the long, tiresome trip, the harassing ex- 
periences and the pain in my ankle. 

The next day Danny borrowed a car 
from one of his friends and we drove over 
to the part of the city that was across the 
river. Danny expressed sorrow over the 
unpleasant events of the past night and I 
told him that I was equally sorry that I 
had to know the things I had to learn in 
those miserable hours. Even then when 
Danny moved close to me I felt a strange, 
cringing feeling coursing through me. 

I felt a lot better when Danny said we'd 
go back home the next day. Again I began 
to wonder just what business he had come 
to the river town for. since we had spent 
the entire day sightseeing. However, by 
late afternoon much of my inquisitiveness 
and uneasiness had vanished and I settled 
back and tried to enjoy myself. 

It was late when we got back to the 
rooming house, and Danny paused down- 
stairs to chat with the landlady. When he 
finally did come up to our room I noticed 
that he again appeared tense and nervous. 
Again he began checking the time and I 
asked him if he were going out again. He 


told me he was only going to return the 
car he had borrowed. 

Danny was sitting quietly by the window, 
periodically watching the sky and _ his 
watch, when I climbed into the bed. I was 
almost asleep when he came over to the 
bed and shook me. 

“If I’m not back in the morning when 
you wake up, you make it on home by 
yourself, hear?” 

I sat upright in the bed. “What do you 
mean? Where’re you going, Danny,” I 
shouted. 

“Don’t worry, Baby.” He sat down on 
the edge of the bed, “I just thought I 
might find a new deal.” 

“A new deal? What kind of a new 
deal?” I queried impatiently. 

Danny turned his head and started to 
rise up from the edge of the bed, but 
before I knew what was happening I leaped 
across the bed behind him. 

“Danny,” I shouted as I threw my arms 
about him to keep him from leaving. All 
of the events of the previous night had 
vanished from my mind. Suddenly, all I 
knew was that here was the man I married 
and loved—and that something was wrong, 
terribly wrong. 

“Please, please, Danny. 
leave me here alone.” 

“Don’t worry, Ginny. Don’t worry, I'll 
be back.” 

He held me close, kissing away the tears 
that were streaming down my face. 

“But if I don’t come back,” he warned, 
“don’t say anything to anyone or try to 
find me. Just get out. The train tickets 
are in the suitcase.” 

His warm kiss smothered my last protest- 
ing cry. He crushed me tightly to his 
firm, hard body, leaving me _ breathless. 
Then, slowly releasing me, he held my 
hands together between us and the warm, 
intent gaze of his eyes told me how much 
Danny still loved me. 

Then he left, slamming the door behind 
him. In one bound I snatched the door 
open and ran to the top of the stairway. 
“Danny,” I called to his descending form. 
“Danny, Danny, come back!” He didn’t 
even turn around. 

I walked slowly back into the room. It 
seemed so empty and lonely without Dan- 
ny, and I was afraid. Where was Danny 
going? Who had sent for him? What did 
they want with him in this God-forsaken 
place. I felt as if I couldn’t fight it any 
more. I fell onto the bed. calling Danny’s 
name and sobbing convulsively. I was ter- 
rified and enslaved—a slave to this un- 
fathomable mystery that was searing my 
very soul. 

All through the long, sleepless night I 
lay across the bed sobbing, listening, and 
hoping for the footsteps that never came. 
The first gray streaks of dawn came and 
soon the gold of the morning sun pierced 
the mist rising over the awakening river 
town. Somehow I knew that Danny was 
gone for keeps—the pain in my anguished 
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heart told me that Danny wasn’t coming 
back. 

I began packing our meager belongings 
in the two suitcases and slowly dressed. It 
was still early and fearing that the land- 
lady was not yet up I decided to go and 
get a cup of coffee somewhere in the neigh- 
borhood, recalling that yesterday I had 
been hungry and wanted to stop at a lunch- 
eonette I noticed just around the corner 
but that Danny insisted that we wait and 
have a better meal across the river. 

When I walked into the luncheonette 
there were a few men already seated at the 
counter. They were engrossed in an ani- 
mated, hand-waving discussion and didn’t 
even notice my entry. Even the slender 
woman behind the counter seemed reluc- 
tant to leave the discussion to take my 
order. 

I paid no particular attention to their 
discussion until I heard one of them say 
something about “Dan’l.” “Dan’l!” that 
was what Danny’s parents called him. I 
sat upright, biting my lips to fight back 
the burning hot tears as I listened. 

“T heard he was in town but nobody has 
seen him,” whispered one man in a rasp- 
ing voice. 

“When he come to town trouble is sure 
to follow,” interrupted a hulking black 
man in blue coveralls. “Dem boys ain't 
pulled a job bigger’n a gas station in years. 
and now a store robbery. Dat’s somein’.” 

“Wonder where he’s been holed up all 
this time?” asked the raspy voice. “The 
police ain’t never been able to get nuttin’ 
yn him.” 


THE MYSTERY was beginning to un- 

ravel. A store had been robbed the pre- 
vious night and the police were holding 
Danny and “his boys.” From the conversa- 
gathered that they had nothing on 
Danny except a charge of carrying a con- 
ealed weapon. Obviously they had been 
far from the scene of the crime when the 
police picked them up and there was no 
money on them. 

Detaching herself from the group, the 
waitress moved up to my end of the coun- 
ter, jotted a few figures on her pad, tore 
ff my bill, slipped it beneath my saucer 
ind re-entered the conversation down the 
ounter. 

“Bet you a five-spot,” she challenged, 
‘Dan’! and dem guys got that loot stashed 
iway and dose coppers’!] never find it!” 

Back out in the street the newsboys 
were hawking headlines about the big rob- 
ery. I snatched a paper, and even the 
eporter who by-lined the front page story 

emed to think that “Dan’l had master- 

nded the big “haul.” 

I tried but couldn’t even convince my- 
self that Danny wasn’t involved in this 

ible crime. It fitted together too per- 

ctly. The letter, the trip down here. Dan- 

y's absence, and, finally, those glaring 
headlines. 

Why had he done it? Why had Danny 

me back to this life of crime—he couldn't 
have needed money that badly? 
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The odd angle to the newspaper story 
and the conversation I had heard was the 
fact that nobody seemed to know where 
Danny had been for the past two years— 
nobody except the person who must have 
contacted him for the robbery. Why had 
Danny seen fit to keep in contact with this 
one person? What mighty power did this 
individual wield over Danny to bring him 
back from respectability and an almost- 
certain brilliant career into this hell-hole 
of disillusionment, crime, and fear? 

As I walked weakly back to the rooming 
house, these questions whirled through my 
mind m a maddening volley. Why? Why? 
Why? I asked. 

The landlady faced me from the foot of 
the stairway as I entered the house, her 
broad, dark-skinned face full of sympathy. 

“Tl get my bags and I'll pay you when 
I come down,” I said as I started to mount 
the stairs. 

“That’s all right, Honey, he took care of 
that last night.” 

I stopped abruptly and spun around on 
the first step. “You knew then.” I asked, 
“why didn’t you tell me?” 

She dropped her head. wiped her hands 
on her clean white apron. then spoke 
slowly: 

“Everybody knew when Dan’l Jones 
came to town like this there’s gonna be 
trouble. An’ ain’t nothin’ anyone coulda’ 
done to stop it. Everybody knew when 
’Zekiel got in trouble an’ needed money so 
bad Dan’] would be here to help him out. 
Everybody knew that—soon as he hit 
town.” 

A sickening, nauseating feeling over- 
came me and I slumped to the step, resting 
my face against the rails of the staircase. 

“Only thing I don’t understand.” she 
continued, “was why he dragged you along 
with him. You seem like such a nice girl. 
an’ I know he didn’t want you to get mixed 
up in this. That’s why he paid me last 
night and tol’ me to see that you got outta 
town right away afore the cops foun’ out 
you was here with him an’ started givin’ 
you the third degree to fin’ out what you 
know about this mess. 

“An’ gettin’ you all involved in it they 
could probably get him to crack easier, 
*cause then he’d have to protect you instead 
of just himself. But I still can’t understand 
why he brought you along in the first 
place.” 

“I wanted to come.” I blurted 
through the sobs that shook my body, “I 
just had to come!” The landlady laid a 
comforting hand on my head. 

“Tt’s bad to mess in men folk’s business.” 
she said, “ specially when they don’t want 
you ’round.” 

“But why, why did he have to come back 
here?” I asked. “Why did he have to get 
all messed up like this. He didn’t have to 
commit a crime. There are legitimate ways 
to solve a problem. He could have gotten 
honest money.” 

“Maybe he didn’t stop to think. All he 
knew was that ’Zekiel needed the money 
bad and he hadda have it quick. 
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*°Zekiel is Dan’l’s friend. They all run 
around together ever since they was little 
tots—five of ‘em, always stealing from 
stores and the milkman and such. ’Zekiel 
and Dan’l was inseparable—always to- 
gether. Never saw the like of such. 

“Then when they went to high school all 
their parents made them quit an’ go to 
work "cause they needed the money to help 
with the youngsters they was still havin’, 
An’ was they glad, that is all except Dan’, 
He wanted to go on to school. Wanted to 
be an engineer or such. Always talkin’ 
*bout when he got a big job an’ such. 
Well, anyhow, his ol’ man would beat him 
when he found out about his goin’ to school 
an’ not workin’. 

“An’ Dan’l was a right smart boy, went 
to school durin’ the day and worked at 
night. Only his ol’ man used to beat him 
*cause he wasn’t bringin’ in enough money 
for him to buy the whisky he needed to get 
his tubercular throat wet.” 

The landlady, who had moved from her 
place at the foot of the stairway as she 
talked, sat on the step beside me, shook 
her head sadly and continued: 

“So then ’Zekiel and them used to make 
up the difference and Dan’l’s ol’ man didn’t 
even know he was still in school till he 
graduated. It was all in the papers ‘bout 
how he had the best grades an’ such. An’ 
then his ol’ man didn’t read it—mainly on 
account of he can’t read an’ he just heard 
it down at Harry’s Pool Parlor. Then he 
really Jit into Dan’l ’cause he hadn’t made 
more money. Now I don’t know where 
*Zekiel and ’em got that extra money, but 
I suspect it came outa store drawers and 
other places from which they really outta 
not taken it.” 

She stretched her legs out on the floor 
before her, deftly smoothed the wrinkles 
from her neat apron, and talked on: 

“Then Dan’l disappeared an’ rumor got 
around that Mr. Reynolds, the principal 
over at the high school, fixed it up so Dan’l 
could go to some college where his parents 
couldn’t find him. An’ ’Zekiel an’ ’em gave 
his ol? man some money every month or 
so, so’s they wouldn’t go to the police and 
make them fin’ Dan’] and make him come 
back an’ help support them.” 

“And all this time Danny . . . Dan’l,” 
I corrected myself, “knew where the money 
was coming from. He knew they were 
stealing?” 

“Sure he knew. An’ he didn’t see nothin’ 
wrong with it. Used ta steal himself, all 
the time. Them boys was the terror of the 
neighborhood, ’specially Dan’l ’cause he 
was the smartest. Used ta say he was 
goin’ to stop and become a real profes 
sional engineer—you know, bridges and 
things like that. Too bad he got caught. 
But then they ain’t got nothin’ on him but 
carryin’ a concealed weapon, and that’s 
just one to five. Too bad he hadda come 
back.” 

“Why did ’Zekiel need so much money 
quick?” IT asked. 

“His little sister was in a bad accident 
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and the bone in one of her legs was 
crushed. At the welfare they said she 
needed to go to a specialist right away 
or it wouldn’t get well. When the doctor 
foun’ out what kinda job ’Zekiel had, and 
that he didn’t make much money he said 
it was a very delicate operation an’ it 
would cost a whole lot of money for the 
operation and the hospital bill. An’ so 
that’s why "Zekiel hada send for Dan’l so 
he could direct it an’ you see they didn’t 
get caught either, did they?” 

So that’s what Danny had received in the 
letter, "Zekiel’s plea for help. Dan’l had 
returned to the river town to repay a debt. 

“You'd better get your things,” the land- 
lady touched my hand. 

I turned and walked up the stairway, a 
flood of tears blinding my eyes. How could 
I face my parents and friends, knowing 
that Danny was in jail—my husband a 
convict. Oh, why had he done this foolish 
thing—why had he dragged our lives into 
this mire of corruption and sin. Why hadn’t 
my husband thought of me? Why hadn't 
he thought of the double price I’d have to 
pay for his crime? 

The landlady was still at the foot of the 
stairway when I came back down. She 
had already called a cab for me. 

“Where is he? Where is he?” I asked 
impatiently. 

“At the jail across the river, but don’t 
go there. All it would do would be to drag 
you and your family into the mess. He 
don’t want that. That’s why he didn’t even 
tell anyone he was married or where he’s 
been living. He didn’t want them to come 
looking for you and dragging you into 
this mess. He’ll come lookin’ for you when 
he gets out.” 

I stared at her in amazement to think 
she’d imagine I’d even want him—a jail- 
bird. 

My mother wept bitterly and Dad raged 
when I told them what had happened. The 
neighbors asked about Danny and I lied. 
told them that we had decided to move 
out of town. Soon I discovered I couldn’t 
stand living around my hometown any 
more—I couldn’t face the daily routine of 
living a lie. Desperate, I finally packed 
and went to live with an aunt in Los 
Angeles. 

My mother, ever wise and thoughtful, 
had written and told the details of my 
tragic marriage to my Aunt Sue and by 
the time I arrived on the West Coast she 
had decided that as long as I remained in 
California I should not tell anyone of my 
marriage. 

However, one day my mother forwarded 
a short note from Danny. Voraciously 
reading its contents, I learned that he was 
sorry he had involved me in his crime and 
hoped that someday I would be able to 
understand, if not forgive him. Danny 
wrote that the landlady had attended his 
trial and told him she had revealed the 
whole story to me. Nevertheless, his note 
made no mention of the actual robbery— 
he didn’t even seem sorry. He only said 
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that "Zekiel needed him “for that one last 
time.” I tore up the letter and burned it. 

SOON ACQUIRED a job as a recep- 

tionist in an office building and it wasn’t 
too long before I became friendly with a 
young doctor—a child specialist. He was 
very nice and a product of an excellent 
family, which I had insisted on meeting 
right away. 

“Trying to calculate how much folding 
stuff I’m worth?” he kidded. “Don’t wor- 
ry, kiddo, the people who come to me have 
it to spend.” 

And he wasn’t joking. Daily the parade 
of well-dressed women with ailing young- 
sters continued to file into his reception 
room. Onee in the absence of his nurse, I 
helped him with his bills and discovered 
for the first time just how costly a special- 
ist was. I thought of ’Zekiel’s little sister 
and wondered if she had gotten her oper- 
ation—the operation that was causing so 
much heartbreak for so many people. I 
prayed that she might be getting well. 

Dr. Clark was a lot of fun. Not the seri- 
ous, erudite type of Danny’s mold, he en- 
joyed spending money and whooping it up. 
He was very fond of me and it wasn’t long 
hefore he proposed to me. 

I couldn’t tell him I was already married. 
I found myself secretly wishing that I had 
at least told him beforehand that I was 
separated from my husband, but then he 
would want to know why. Nevertheless, I 
vowed that Dr. Philip Clark must never 
know he was dating the wife of a convict. 

I lied and put off, waiting for the day 
when Danny would get out and I could 
get a divorce without too much red tape 
and publicity. 

After all, the prison authorities didn’t 
even know Danny was married. He hadn’t 
even suggested that I come to visit him. He 
must know that by now my love for him 
had turned to hate. Why had Danny done 
this vicious thing to me? Why had he 
deprived us of the best years of our lives? 

One day as Dr. Clark and I were leaving 
his office, a small boy, about 15 years of 
ige, stopped him on the street. The lad’s 
hair was uncombed and his face was more 
than slightly dirty. 

“Are you Dr. Clark,” he asked hesi- 
I intly. 

“Yes, I am,” answered Philip curtly, 
“what do you want? Can't you see I’m 
in a hurry?” 

The boy hesitated, then spoke, almost 

} iudibly: 

“It’s about my sister. She’s had polio 
ind her leg didn’t heal right. The doctor 
says she should have another operation 
right away, and he said you are the best 
doctor around here to do it!” 

Philip looked at the urchin before him. 
“It costs a lot of money for an operation 
ind hospital bills,” he said with more com- 
passion than before, “where are you going 

» get it?” 

“I can get it,” the boy reassured him. 
“Would you come over to my house and 
take a look at my sister?” 
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“You bring me a good down payment 
on the cost of the operation, say about 
$500, and I'll have a look at your sister. It 
costs a lot of money to have an operation, 
you know.” 

The boy stared evenly into Philip’s eyes. 
“Okay,” he said, “I'll have it for you to- 
morrow and you can come by tomorrow 
night. It’s got to be done right away.” 

“Okay, you have the money and I can 
proceed to make a diagnosis and plans for 
her hospital care.” 

“Tomorrow?” 

“Tomorrow!” 

The boy turned and walked hurriedly 
down the street. Philip Clark turned to me 
and grinned. “These poor people. They al- 
ways expect you to do for them for noth- 
ing.” 

“Philip,” I breathed in a voice husky 
with anger, “where do you think he'll get 
the money?” 

“He probably can’t get it!” 

“No, he won’t, not honestly. He’ll prob- 
ably prowl the streets all night thinking 
of holding up some store or gas station 
and then when he gets desperate enough 
he'll try. Maybe he’ll succeed, and maybe 
he won’t, but the net result is the same— 
a criminal is born.” 

“Now remember this,” snarled Philip, 
turning angrily towards me, “my job is to 
perform operations and make sick people 
well, not to ask them where they got the 
money to afford it. If they made it prac- 
tising law, at the race track, with a policy 
wheel or if they just plain steal it, it’s 
none of my business.” 

“No, I guess it isn’t,” I said, looking at 
Philip, “because you’re only interested in 
the part that you cure. You don’t look at 
the whole individual. You can’t see that 
by forcing that boy to try to help make his 
sick sister well, you can make him into a 
sick, warped criminal. You may not be 
crooked, Philip, but your thinking is—and 
if that boy gets into any trouble tonight, 
you are as guilty as he.” 

“Oh, hush, Ginny. Look, everybody has 
to live. Sure I could have set that girl’s 
leg for nothing or maybe gotten a reduc- 
tion in the hospital bill, but if I do it for 
one, I'l] have to do it for all. And then 
where would I be? I’m trying to get ahead 
just like everybody else. And if I spend 
all my time taking care of all the charity 
cases in town I'll never get anywhere.” 

Right then I began to see Philip in a 
new light. Here he was a pillar of the 
community contributing directly to the 
corruption of someone else. His thinking 
was just as twisted as Danny’s had been— 
only his motives were purely selfish. He 
knew better and didn’t care. Danny be- 
lieved that what he was doing was right. 
Which then was the better man? 

I slowly turned away from Philip and 
walked up the street. He pursued me, but 
I walked faster. To do wrong—thinking 
that you are doing right—is a crime. But 
to do wrong—knowing that you are doing 
wrong—is unforgivable. 


I went home and hurriedly put a few 
items in my suitcase. Aunt Sue hurried 
into my bedroom, asking where I was go- 
ing. 

“T’m going to see my husband,” I said. 
She eyed me with an unbelieving look 
on her face. 

“We'll start all over again when Danny 
gets out. He'll go back to the university 
and finish up. And don’t worry about his 
character, Danny is strong willed—strong 
enough to overcome his one fault. It takes 
a strong man to do what he thinks is right, 
even when he realizes how harsh the con- 
sequences may be for him and for those 
he loves. The weak man does what is 
wrong knowing it is wrong, because he is 
afraid of the consequences.” 

I walked toward the door and Aunt Sue 
slipped a restraining arm across my shoul- 
der. “You still love him, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Aunt Sue. I’ve fought, I’ve lied 
and I’ve tried to run away from the fact, 
but it’s hopeless and I can’t go on running, 
running from myself. I’m going back to 
the only man I'll ever love, and when 
Danny gets out we'll have a whole new 
life. He will have paid his debt to society 
and to his past. THE END 
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in Italian, French, Spanish and Yid- 

dish. 

Sarah Vaughan has really hit the jack- 
pot with her recording: Whatever Lola 
Wants and is being offered as high as 
$10,000 per from exclusive supper clubs. 
But the divine one turned all offers down 
to tour the midwest and deep south so that 
she could meet the people who have been 
buying the records. 

Teen-age star, Diahann Carroll, 
shocked friends when she showed 
them the souvenir she received on 
closing night of the Broadway run 
of “House Of Flowers.” It was a 
black eye, caught during the free- 
for-all third act fight scene. 

A well-known track figure is now ad- 
vising radio listeners how to beat one an- 
other at the old game of love via a local 
New York station. This gentleman coun- 
sel to the lovelorn, whose identity the sta- 
tion would like to keep a deep, dark secret, 
labels himself, “Your Friendly Advisor.” 

The Yankee’s first Negro ball- 
player, Elston Howard, now has a 
manager to handle all his personal 
appearances, endorsements and TV 
assignments. 

The famous singer of risque ditties, 
Laura (Detroit Red) Livingston, is now 
living a quiet life as maid-companion to 
the wife of TV comedian Red Buttons. 

The fabulous Eddie Green, ex- 
social secretary to Champ Joe Louis, 
has just returned from a safari into 
the jungles of Africa and is toying 
with the beautiful idea of expanding 
his business enterprises into Vene- 
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zuela. He has his eyes on a hotel 

down there. 

Delta Rhythm Boys send word from 
Sweden that they’re traveling the Conti- 
nent in style. Traveling vehicle is a re- 
converted, air-conditioned city bus with six 
movable lounge chairs, wall to wall car- 
peting, portable hi-fi recorder and coke 
bar. 

Rhythm and blues shouter, Jimmy Petty, 
was once a top soloist with the Wings 
Over Jordan singers. 

Movie actor, Jimmy Edwards had to be 
assigned an armored car, with an armed 
driver, to carry him to and fro during loca- 
tion shooting in Phoenix City, Alabama, 
for the movie “Phoenix City.” 
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time when I wasn’t moved by music.” 
When he was 15 Clark joined the Tom 
Powell Bugle Corps of The American 
Legion. He immediately rated as the bad 
boy of the outfit. The staid, dignified tempo 
of military music was not for Clark. While 





his youthful contemporaries were follow- | 


ing verbal and written instructions, Clark 
was finding opportunities to jazz up and 
He got 
reprimanded regularly and, although he 
caused the director much frustration, 
Clark’s innocent look and winning person- 
ality kept him from getting thrown out on 
his ear. 

The Terry ear was anything but fasci- 
nated by the bugle. At school picnics, 
when everyone else was concentrating on 
the food, the girls or the athletic events, 
Clark was practically hypnotized by the 
magnificence of the trumpet player in the 
school band. He expected this superior 
being to suspect him of insanity when he 
pleaded to be allowed to feel the trumpet 
valves. To the contrary, the fellow seemed 
to understand. Clark didn’t dare ask to 
play the instrument. The way he figured, 
the thing to do was to get into the band 
and get a chance to play a trumpet all his 
own. 

They took Clark into the band—but they 
gave him a valve trombone. They prom- 
ised he’d rate a trumpet when he got older. 
The boy played the trombone dutifully, 
but unhappily. He made up for his frustra- 
tion by discovering that you can riff with 
a school band trombone almost as well as 
you can with an American Legion bugle. 
On the way home, on the school bus Clark 
entertained his schoolmates, giving forth 
with the most outrageously 
jazz imaginable. Those kids, stomping feet 
and clapping hands as Clark rode the bus 
and the riffs, were his first audience—as 
enthusiastic as any he’s ever played to. He 
became one of the most popular youngsters 
in the neighborhood. 


One day one of Clark’s friends intro- | 


duced him to a man who was advance 
agent for a carnival. Clark was in that 
restless teen-age period. He talked himself 


hopped-up | 








How to Build Up the Glory of 


A GORGEOUS 


HEAD OF HAIR 





So Silky-Soft and Lustrous; Looking 


So Rich and Long 


It’s thrilling to see what happens 
when you bless your hair with the 
beautifying benefits of Sulfur-8. 
Your poor dried-out hair soon be- 
gins to look fuller, smoother, longer, 
and feel invitingly soft and rich. 
Those frizzy split ends are relieved, 
and the ugly dandruff scales just 
disappear. You realize that at last 
your hair is being given a chance to 
reveal its full natural length—glow- 
ing with healthy looking lustre. 





Certain hair troubles and scalp 
troubles often go together. So don’t 
neglect your scalp when you are 
seeking better looking hair. 


Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp Condi- 
tioner helps both ways. It benefits 
the scalp as it works to build up hair 
beauty with softness and radiance. 

HOW SULFUR-8 WORKS 

TO HELP YOUR SCALP 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
notice how. that vitalizing massage 
action with the penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula makes your scalp 
feel more alive and healthy, and 
how soon your dry scalp itching is 
relieved. Sulfur-8 does so much to 
supplement your vital natural scalp 
oils that you can see and feel the 











difference right away. Watch your 
scalp thrive on Sulfur-8! 


The Power of Sulfur-8 


LIKE A DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION for 
the hair and scalp, Sulfur-8 is a 
combination of valuable medically 
recognized ingredients, including a 
sensational new scientific “super- 
sulfur.” ONLY SULFUR-8 has that 
great formula! 


Get Sulfur-8 at the drug store today 
and give it a real chance (don’t ex- 
pect over-night miracles!) to bring 
out that big, glorious improvement. 
You'll like the new pleasant fragrance 
of Sulfur-8. You'll love the way it feels 
when you use it. But most of all, you'll 
be thrilled beyond belief when you 
see what it actually does! 
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A) 
You'll enjoy a 
baking these 
Clabber Girl 


cranberry 
dumplingg 


Here is something new tn Quick 
Breads. And, sv simple and easy to 
bake. Just make Clabber Girl's sweet 
baking powder biscuit dough, drop 
into cranberry sauce and bake. Then 
enjoy dumplings puffed up into lightly 
browned, tender, fluffy balls sweet- 
ened with Cranberry juice. A fine 
example of how easy and satisfying 
home-baking really is. 






CRANBERRY DUMPLINGS 
Yield: 6 dumplings 
1% cups sifted all-purpose flour 
2 tablespoons beet or cane sugar 
2% teaspoons Clabber Girl Baking 
Pow de) 
teaspoon salt 
teaspoon grated lemon rind 
4, cup milk 
1 No. 303 can whole cranberry sauce 
V4 cup orange juice 
Vy cup water 


VY, 
yy 
3 


Sift together flour, sugar, Clabber Girl 
aking Powder, and salt. Sur in grated 
mon rind. Add milk all at once and 
r just until flour is moistened. Heat 
ogether cranberry sauce, orange juice, 
ind the water until boiling. Pour into 
reased | '4-quart casserole. Drop dough 

'4 cupfuls onto hot cranberry sauce. 
Bake at 400 F (hot oven) for 20 to 


> minutes, 


o wl 








NOTE: Don’t let 
yourself forget how 
good your baking 

can be with 
Clabber Girl. 


<n » oO 
Guaranteed by 


into a job with the carnival which was on 
tour of the midwest and southern states. 
He was thrilled about his job until they 
handed him his instrument—no golden 
trumpet—just an old ordinary trombone. 

Clark went along with the program, 
saved up a little money and, one breathless 
day, walked into a pawnshop, dumped his 
wealth and emerged clutching a trumpet 
which undoubtedly had been used in the 
Civil War. But it was a trumpet—and 
Clark was on his way. 

With the carnival he learned to play a 
little formal jazz. Clark practiced on his 
precious trumpet from sunup to sundown. 
When he decided he’d learned all there was 
to learn from his carnival associates, he 
quit and went back home. He “fooled 
around” with a series of undistinguished 
but sincere local bands. 

Just as restlessness was beginning to set 
in again Clark awoke one morning to find 
that the Japs had done something unpleas- 
ant at Pearl Harbor. Realizing he’d be 
drafted anyhow, Clark offered his services 
to Uncle Sam. It was the smartest thing he 
could have done for, almost immediately, 
he found himself assigned to the Navy’s 
band at Great Lakes, Illinois. 

The incomparable Willie Smith and an 
excellent musician named Gerald Wilson 
were at Great Lakes when Clark got there. 
During the course of the war. some of the 
most competent sidemen from the nation’s 
foremost bands played with the outfit. 
Clark listened, learned and made friends. 
The knowledge he acquired and the con- 
tacts he made were to stand him in good 
stead after the war. 

George Hudson, a Terry idol, had his 
band going and Clark joined it. The out- 
fit went to New York and met with imme- 
diate acceptance. Clark thought he had 
found his groove. But one night when 
Clark was on a visit to St. Louis to see his 
sweetheart (Pauline Reddon, who is now 
Mrs. Clark Terry) the telephone rang. 
The call was from Los Angeles and Charlie 
Barnett was on the other end. Barnett had 
heard some of Clark’s service buddies sing- 
ing his virtues. Did Clark want to join the 
Barnett organization immediately? 

Clark was overwhelmed. He thanked 
Mr. Barnett and asked the maestro to call 
back in a half-hour. Pauline and Clark 
talked over the proposition and that night 
Clark emplaned for the West Coast. The 
next day he joined the Barnett group and, 
fifteen minutes after he joined, he found 
himself playing with the band on a coast- 
to-coast hookup. 

“T was scared to death,” he recalls. 

The Barnett band broke up after a year 
and Count Basie snatched Clark fast. His 
four and a half years with Bill Basie really 
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gave Clark kicks. But after that Basie dis- 
solved the large band and decided to or- 
ganize a small unit. He asked Clark not 
only to belong to the small unit but to help 
him select the personnel for it. Clark re- 
members the Basie sextet as one of the 
“maddest.” Besides himself and Bill there 
were Bob Graf, Buddy DeFranco, Gus 












Johnson and Jimmy Lewis. When large 
outfits started reasserting themselves, Clark 
still stayed on with the enlarged Basie 
organization. 

There’s hardly a musician of any race 
who doesn’t hanker to play with the mighty 
Duke Ellington. While with Basie Clark 
had sat in twice for engagements at the 
Apollo Theatre when an Ellington trumpet 
man became ill. He was in New York one 
day, in 1950, on vacation and half-pay 
from the Basie group, when Duke ap- 
proached him. Ellington was about to go 
to Europe and was short a trumpet man, 

Clark signed up and has been with the 
Duke ever since. 

Take the word of Oscar Pettiford— 
Clark Terry was playing modern trumpet 
when Dizzy Gillespie was just beginning. 
He has tremendous technique and sound 
ability. So workmanlike and quietly effi- 
cient is Terry on stage that he doesn’t need 
the conscious effort at showmanship. His 
showmanship is in his performance, his 
utter genius as a stylist. 

Historic records like Clark’s “Stardust” 
with Ellington, his “Perdido” on the dis- 
tinguished Ellington 55; the “Deep Pur- 
ple” performance with Charlie Barnett— 
all these establish him as a young master 
of his horn. Then there are such sides as 
“Jubilee Jump,” “Charleston Alley,” the 
“Beaver Junction” and “Blee-Blop Blues” 
which he cut with Bill Basie. 

The Clark Terry appeal is a growing 
thing among legions of pure jazz fans. 
His talent is developing and becoming 
more apparent daily. 

Duke Ellington says of him: “Here’s a 
kitty who isn’t kidding when he works. It’s 
a thing that projects across those spot- 
lights. He makes a big contribution.” 

With characteristic brevity, Louis Arm- 
strong once stated: “When it comes to 
modern trumpet players, it’s Clark Terry.” 
What’s more, Pops didn’t whisper them 
roses. His statement was made for Down 
Beat. 

Terry’s innate good taste, his beautiful 
conception and good, clean notes “goof” 
Dizzy Gillespie (a Terry favorite), “send” 
Ella Fitzgerald and draw generous plau- 
dits from no less an exponent than Roy 
Eldridge. 

One of the secrets of Terry’s ability is 
his almost blinding love for what he is 
doing. 

“T fust like to work,” he says earnestly. 
“T feel it when I play a trumpet. I strive 
to be flexible. I don’t like to categorized. I 
want to play good swing, to improve as a 
lead, to do ballads, dixieland, corn, any- 
thing—as long as it’s good music. I don’t 
care where I sit. When a leader is buying 
a trumpet man, he doesn’t ask if you're 
first, second or third. He just says, ‘blow 
your horn.’ Yessir, that’s all I want to do, 
blow my horn. I want to blow it better 
tomorrow than I did tonight.” 

Clark is as passionately proud of his 
family in Corona, Long Island as he is 
anxious to improve in his profession. 
Pretty Pauline Reddon, the St. Louis gitl 
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who he married, was his very first choice 
in the romance department. Fact is, he 
used to help her with her homework and 
carry her books home from school. Their 
story doesn’t go exactly like the script for 
this kind of situation, however. Their paths 
divided and both Pauline and Clark mar- 
ried—but not each other. Seven years ago 
they re-discovered each other and the 
“happily ever after” chapter is still being 
written. Clark, of course, is away from 
home a lot but he does old fashioned things 
like writing Pauline every day. There is 
an 18-year-old son, Rudolph, born to Pau- 
line during her first marriage. There is a 
17-year-old boy, Hiawatha, born during 
Clark’s first union. Hopefully, Clark start- 
ed both of them out on trumpet. Rudolph 
is sticking to his, but Hiawatha rebelled 
and is threatening to become a pretty fair 
boxer. 

You ask Terry about his hobbies and he 
smiles a slow, attractive smile. 


“Sleep, man, sleep,” he admits. “I dig 
sleeping.” 
He digs stylish dressing also. Terry is 


one of the best-dressed men in the business. 
His sister, Mary Mauphus, in St. Louis, 


crochets splendid ties just for him. He’s 

“shoe freak,” buys expensive footwear, 
a dozen pair at a time, keeps 15 new suits 
around, splurges on sports shirts and al- 
ways has twenty-five and thirty of the 
latter. Considering that he has a passion 
for giving away sports shirts, they are an 
item of considerable importance in his 
checkbook records. Good-looking, smooth 
dark-brown, athletically-built, Terry is a 
worthy candidate for any one of those four- 
color ads on magazine covers. 

He refuses to admit what everyone else 
is saying—that Clark Terry is one of the 
most under-rated musicians on the current 
scene. He’s not hammily modest but you 
sense in him an urge to keep moving to 
invade new fields, to do more things which 
he can believe in more earnestly. 

Listen to the “Perdido” which Terry’s 
boss, Duke Ellington never fails to high- 
light during a concert. Listen to his work 
with Ellington on “Harlem Air Shaft,” “In 
The Mood,” “Stomping At The Savoy” and 
“Hear Ye.” If you don’t get the message 
that Terry is important in today’s music, 
don’t bother to see your psychiatrist. You’d 
probably drive him out of his mind. 





Confessions of A Gospel Singer 


(Continued from Page 37) 


church and give testimony about the mir- 
acle which came into my life. Maybe that’s 
what I should have done. But this is my 
way of giving testimony—by writing down 
my story and sending it to a magazine and 
hoping it will be printed. That way, many 
thousands of people will know about it— 
rather than just hundreds—and it may 
help someone who is faced with the same 
temptation. 

I’m going to show this story to Manny 
after I’ve finished it. Manny isn’t the only 
person who warned me when I began stray- 
ing from the right path. But Manny is the 
person who cares most for me and maybe 
when he reads my honest confession, he’ll 
be ready to forgive and forget—and to 
believe that I am still the girl he once 
loved and respected. 

Come to think about it, it seems 
tesque almost that I didn’t see the light 
long ago when Manny tried to straighten 
me out. What he said should have meant 
everything to me—because Manny has been 
in love with me for a long, long time—and 
I've been in love with him too. But I 
trampled on his love and turned my back 
on his advice when I set out to conquer 
the world the fast, easy way—the way of 
the devil. I proved myself unworthy of 
Manny’s love—the love that began right 
here in my home town of Chicago fifteen 
years ago... . 

Fifteen years ago Manny was fifteen 
himself and I was a year younger. I was 
singing in the junior choir of one of Chi- 
cago’s biggest, most popular churches. My 
mother and father had discovered, when I 
was no bigger than a minute, that I could 
carry a tune, that I had a big, melodious 


gro- 


voice; that I could hear a hymn one time 
and learn the words and music well enough 
to repeat them. 

They were delighted—mom and dad— 
when the pastor of our church (I'll call 
him Reverend Samuels) suggested that I 
try out for the junior choir. The choir was 
just getting ready to embark on its own 
radio program on Sunday afternoons and 
many of the youngsters in the church were 
proudly a part of the new plan. All of 
them were much older than I—or at least, 
a few years—and it was distinctly an 
honor to pass my audition with flying col- 
ors and to be accepted. 

I was first attracted to Manny because 
he was closer to my age than any of the 
other members. Of course, another con- 
sideration was that he was a handsome 
dark boy with a rare kind of sweet smile. 
Many fell in love with me and my voice 
instantly when I joined the choir. People 
say that kids can’t love deeply—that the 
emotion felt by youngsters is “puppy love.” 
Call it what you want to, I know that 
Manny fell in love with me and my voice 
the first day he walked me home from 
choir practice. 

“You sure can sing, Lillie,” 
half-shyly. “Ill bet you 
you're gonna be the greatest gospel singer 
in the whole world.” 

We had walked two whole blocks from 
the church before he said that. It seemed 
as though it had taken so much effort for 
Manny to get up the courage to suggest 
walking home with me, that he had been 
unable to speak for a while. 

I felt warm and appreciative about the 
compliment. 


Manny said 


when grow up 
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“You sing pretty good too, Manny,” I 
told him. 

I wasn’t prepared for the grateful smile 
this comment produced. There was an- 
other block of silence and just as I had 
settled on something to say to break the 
quiet, Manny blurted out: 

“Maybe we could—I mean—well, no, I 
guess that’s silly.” 

“What. manny?” I demanded, encour- 
aging him to continue. 

He paused painfully, then took the 
plunge. 

“I was gonna say that maybe we could 
be—like partners when we grow up. I 
mean, maybe if I sing good enough, we 
could be a duet.” 

Truthfully. I didn’t follow Manny’s line 
of reasoning. I hadn’t the slightest thought 
in my mind about singing when I “grew 
up.” I knew what I wanted to be—a dress- 
maker just like Mom. I never associated 
singing with making a living. I just loved 
it and it came natural to me. It hadn’t 
occurred to me that you could get paid for 
doing anything you loved so much—or that 
you could do so easily. 

But I didn’t want to hurt Manny’s feel- 
ings. Young as I was, I realized it was 
awfully sweet and sincere of him to even 
think such a thing. 

“Maybe we could, Manny. Maybe we 
could,” I murmured. 

It wasn’t long before Manny’s childishly 
enthusiastic suggestion that I take my sing- 
ing seriously took root in my mind. What 
helped the idea along was that my career 
with the church choir began to have very 
satisfying developments. Almost overnight 
[ became what you might call the star 
of the choir. Anybody who knows any- 
thing about a church choir realizes that 
there are lots of jealousies and undercover 
feuds which go on between the members 
of many of these groups. I had the ad- 
vantage of being the baby of the group 
and was able to maintain popularity with 
all the members. The organist-director de- 
cided to feature me in several numbers 
and soon I was the soloist most frequently 
called to take the spotlight. My work 
brought many letters of inquiry from radio 
listeners and I was deluged with praise 
by the church folk. People began talking 
about what a great future I could have 

as a religious singer. Mother and father 
talked about giving me a very thorough 
musical education. 

I was very much flattered by all the at- 
tention and praise. Maybe Manny’s idea 
wasn’t so silly after all, I began to think. 

\Vianny and I grew very close. He seemed 
) accept as a personal triumph every suc- 
ess I enjoyed. 

“I told ya, Lillie,” he said exultantly 
whenever I’d been singled out for a com- 
pliment or an honor. “I told ya. You’re 
gonna be the greatest gospel singer in the 
world.” 

He was walking me home from school 
afternoons now—as well as from choir 
practice. He was calling for me to go to 


60 


school in the mornings and carrying my 
books. Mom and dad accepted him as if 
he were a member of the family and dad 
got great pleasure out of referring to him 
as my “little sweetheart.” Mom liked the 
idea but she always scolded dad for talking 
like that. 

Manny was so nice to have around, He 
was sturdy, reliable and good for the ego. 
Through my grammar school days, after 
we first became pals (that’s the way I 
thought of the relationship) and right on 
through high school, it was Manny who 
helped me with my homework. who worked 
with me to get me in shape for mid-terms 
and finals, who was always at my beck 
and call to perform any service which 
might come to mind. I accepted him as a 
dear friend, a brother, and, while I gloried 
in his charm of personality, the delightful 
relaxation of his company and his serious 
handsomeness, there was ro thought in my 
mind of romance with Manny. 

In fact, when I reached the fifteen and 
sixteen year stage when most normal girls 
go gaga over mushy movies and love story 
magazines, I had my mind set on something 
completely different. I wanted to be what 
Manny had prophesied I would be. I want- 
ed to be the world’s greatest gospel singer. 
I’m afraid that I began to believe my own 
publicity. So much praise had been heaped 
upon me that I became positive that I was 
destined for a shining goal. Luckily, my 
tremendous confidence didn’t affect my 
personality, didn’t make me conceited or 
overbearing. But I was burning with am- 
bition, alive with determination that some 
day my name and my talent be acknowl- 
edged universally. 

I had every reason to believe I was well 
on the way. In response to many requests 
from people who had heard us on the air, 
five of us in the choir organized into a 
small gospel singing unit. There was 
Manny, another boy singer, Phillip Rey- 
nolds, and three girls including myself. 
Mrs. Childs, the church organist-director, 
helped with our plans. We held rehearsals 
twice a week, built up a repertoire of some 
of the favorite gospel tunes and, with 
Manny acting as business manager, began 
to make appearances at other churches 

and gospel programs throughout the city. 


T WAS AMAZING how fast we became 

known and how much we became in 
demand. Nine months after we had started 
the group, we were earning tidy sums of 
money with our appearances. Needless to 
say, I sparked the group. Almost all the 
selections were built around me and the 
public soon came to recognize—and pay to 
hear—Lillie Byrd and the Rose of Sharon 
Gospeleers (that’s a fictitious name). 

A year after we had organized, Manny 
and I were talking about the group one 
evening when we should have been cram- 
ming for a history final. 

“All we’ve got to do is stick together,” 
Manny told me proudly. “And one of 






































these days the Gospeleers will be know) 
all over the country.” 

I looked at him thoughtfully. For weeks 
now an idea had been brewing in my mind, 

“What’s bugging you now?” Manny de. 
manded. He knew me so well that he 
could tell instantly when I had a mood o; 
an inspiration. 

I made a sudden decision to tell Manny 
my secret thoughts. 

“T don’t agree with you, Manny,” I said. 
“T mean—about sticking together. I meay 
—well, why are people so crazy about the 
Gospeleers?” Before he could reply, | 
rushed on with my statement. I had to 
rush, in order to have the nerve to get it 
out. “Tell the truth. Isn’t it because of 
me?” 

Manny looked a little troubled. As much 
as he loved me, Manny loved the truth 
more. He answered hesitantly. 

“Well, Lillie, it’s true you’re the main 
attraction. But I don’t think that’s the 
whole answer. I think people like the team. 
work, the harmony, the whole idea of the 
group. Anyway, what’s your point.” 

I let him have it bluntly. 

“My point is this,” I answered. “You've 
always told me I was going to be the 
world’s greatest gospel singer. Well, I'll 
never be, just singing with a group. The 
rest of them are all right but, without brag. 
ging. I am the attraction. And I don’t need 
anyone else. I can be great by myself, 
And I’ve decided that that’s the way I’ve 
got to operate from now on—by myself, 
I'll earn more money than I’m making as 
part of a group. I'll make a name faster 
—and it will just be better all around.” 

“You mean you want to break up the 
group?” Manny demanded, horrified. 

His horror made me more defiant. 

“T mean I want to go out on my own. 
But not without you, of course.” I added 
hastily. “I want you to be my _ business 
manager and get bookings and help make 
me important.” 

Sixteen I was then—and ready to con 
quer the world. 

Manny’s face was shocked. 

“We couldn’t do that Lillie,” he objected. 
“First place. you’ve got to get finished with 
high school. You know how your mom 
and dad think about that. Then...” 

“I’m not finishing high school.” I told 
him flatly. “I’ve got too much talent to be 
wasting time stuck up in a school and 
there’s too little time. I’ve just decided— 
this minute—to tell mom and dad that I'm 
quitting school.” 

Manny argued but I wouldn’t hear a 
word he had to say. My mind was made up. 

Typically unselfish—and concerned 
mainly about my welfare—Manny tried to 
make me see the light. He never said 4 
word about how deeply I had wounded his 
own feelings with my selfish suggestion 
that he give up his own singing and be 
come my stooge. He tried to show me that 
I was trying to jump the gun, that I wasn't 
ready yet. I resisted every argument. 
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He left that night looking very sad and 
burt. It made me feel bad momentarily 
because Manny and I had always agreed 
about everything, but I forgot my remorse 
rapidly. I was preparing myself for a big- 
ger battle the next day—a battle with Mom 
and Dad. I knew that would be a tough 
one, but I was determined to win. 

Mahalia Jackson, Roberta Martin and 
scores of other well-known gospel singers 
were making big money for personal ap- 
pearances and on records which sold in the 
hundreds of thousands. They had earned 
fame and fortune. As far as I was con- 
cerned, they hadn’t done anything I 
couldn’t do. But I was in a hurry. I must 
do it now. 

I broke the news to Mom and Dad the 
next evening. Mom begged and cried and 
pleaded. Dad sat, listening, in stony si- 
lence. Then he told me of the plans they 
had for me, how they had saved money to 
send me to an outstanding teacher as soon 
as I finished school. He appealed to me 
not to be foolish, to listen to him and get 
myself prepared. 

Nothing mom or dad said made an im- 
pression on me. I argued. I stormed. I 
threatened. I would run away from home 
if I couldn’t have my way. In a final. des- 
perate burst of determination, I committed 
a horrible blasphemy. 

“I won’t listen to you,” I cried. “I won’t. 
God wants me to do this. God wants me 
to sing his music—and he wants me to do 
it now—not after I’ve got some stupid 
diploma.” 

Deep in my heart, I knew that the words 
were as sinful as they could be. Deep in 
my heart I knew that I was taking God’s 
name in vain—to suit my own selfish pur- 
poses. There’s an old saying that the devil 
can quote Scripture. I knew how deeply 
religious my parents were. I knew that 
they believed that God “calls” certain 
people for certain missions. I was taking 
advantage of their belief, their simple, elo- 
quent faith, to gain my point. I figured 
they wouldn’t dare object as long as they 
believed I was motivated by a divine pur- 
pose. It worked. My first great sin was a 
tremendous success. It wasn’t my last sin. 

Yes, mom and dad gave up and gave in. 
So did Manny. I quit school within a few 
days. I left the Gospeleers and Manny left 
too. I gave my first concert—billed as the 
sensational teen-age gospel singer—at a 
large church, backed by dad’s hard-earned 
money and made a success by Manny’s 
dedicated work. The music critic of the 
Chicago Defender and the Chicago edition 
of the Pittsburgh Courier wrote wonderful 
reviews. The church was packed. 

I was triumphant. 

“You see,” I told mom and dad and 
Manny. “I told you I could do it. I told 
you.” 

Mom and dad were satisfied. They be- 
lieved that I had proven myself right. But 
Manny—Manny, who had the great gift of 
knowing the truth-—smiled sadly and said 
nothing. That disturbed me for a second. 
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But I wasn’t going to let anything interfere 
with my career. 

It was that smile of Manny’s which made 
me decide to do a terrible thing; to deny 
him almost as cynically as Peter denied 
Christ; almost as treacherously as Judas 
betrayed Christ. 

I really didn’t intend to do anything 
about it. I really didn’t intend to exclude 
Manny from my life and my plans for suc- 
cess then and there. I merely decided that 
he didn’t believe in me and that, if I were 
going to be famous, I’d have to get rid of 
him some day. That day came when I met 
and fell for Chester Morris. 

Maybe I’d never have fallen so hard for 
Chester if it hadn’t been for Manny’s im- 
mediate dislike for him the minute all 
three of us met. It was nine months after 
my first triumphant solo concert. Since 
that time I’d been earning more and more 
money under Manny’s cautious and efh- 
cient guidance. I was making appearances 
in Gary, Indiana, Detroit, Michigan, St. 
Louis and all the midwestern belt sur- 
rounding Chicago. It was in St. Louis that 
Chester came into my life. Chester was 
the city’s outstanding disk jockey—a tall, 
slim, cool fellow in his late twenties—not 
handsome, but awfully sophisticated and 
beautifully groomed. He was in the audi- 
ence at a concert in which I was featured. 
Several times during the concert, I found 
myself looking over in his direction. He 
was seated in the front row and looked 
terribly important and tremendously inter- 
ested in me. ; 

After the concert was over, Chester came 
up to me to take my hand and congratulate 
me. 

“You did a wonderful job, Miss Byrd,” 
he told me. “I’m Chester Morris—disk 
jockey. I’ve heard many singers but I think 
you're the coolest.” 

I was a bit taken aback at someone re- 
ferring to a religious singer as cool, but 
I was overwhelmed by the compliment and 
pleasantly unnerved because, in the tender 
pressure of the well-cared-for hands and 
the silent things that lived in the keen eyes, 
[ sensed more than an ordinary interest. 

I thanked him for his kind words. I 
could almost feel Manny, standing by my 
side, bristling quietly. 

“I'd like a chance to talk to you,” Mr. 
Morris continued. “How about dinner with 
me before you leave town. Strictly busi- 
ness, of course. I believe we can do each 

other some good. I’ve got lots of connec- 
tions, you know.” 

Manny cut in, subtly insulting in his 
tone of voice. 

“I’m afraid that won’t be _ possible,” 
Manny told Morris. “I’m Manny Harris, 
Miss Byrd’s business agent. We're catch- 
ing an early afternoon train and...” 

Morris looked at Manny like one regards 
a fly buzzing around on a hot day. 

“Trains come and go, Mr. Harris,” he 
said pointedly. “But a chance at a success- 
ful career doesn’t come along often. As a 
business man you ought to know that. I 


62 





think that, if you’ve got Miss Byrd’s in- 
terests at heart, you'll arrange to stay over 
this afternoon. After all, you must realize 
that we folks in radio can have a little to 
do with making stars.” 

Manny started to reply and I’m certain 
his answer was not going to be any too 
diplomatic. I cut him off. 

“Of course we'll catch a later train, Mr. 
Morris,” I said sweetly. “Manny didn’t 

mean any harm. I’m sure he’s as apprecia- 
tive as I am-of your kind interest in me.” 

Morris smiled with the faintest bit of tri- 
umph in his eyes. He took down the name 
of our hotel and promised to come by at 
six. On the way back to the hotel, Manny 
was stonily silent. 

He’s jealous, I thought happily. I let 
him fume silently until our cab drew up in 
front of the hotel doors. 

“Don’t be silly, darling,” I told him as 
we walked across the lobby. “The man 
simply wants to help and you shouldn’t 
have been so rude to him.” 

“Rude?” Manny demanded, aghast. 
“Why, if anyone was rude, it was that 
slick-looking, conceited, arrogant...” 

I laughed heartily. 

“He’s not all that bad, Manny, dear,” I 
objected. “Besides, why should you object 
if he’s going to show us how we can make 
money faster?” 

“I’m not interested only in money,” 
Manny said, as we stood waiting for the 
elevator. “I’m interested in you.” 

I tried to soothe his ruffled feelings and 
we went to our rooms, 

The dinner was a tremendous success for 
me and for Chester—which I was calling 
him before it was over—and a miserable 
failure for Manny. Chester took us to the 
swankiest place in town where Negroes 
could be served. The waiter treated him as 
though he were royalty and he ordered food 
like a duke in a New York restaurant. 
Then he began to talk. 

Gospel singing was a business just like 
any other part of show business, Chester 
explained. There was a tremendous market 
for this kind of music. Once it had been 
strictly the property of the churches. But 
now record companies—even the biggest 
of them—were on the lookout for talented 
religious singers who had the bounce like 
Mahalia Jackson. Hadn’t she sold more 
than a million on several of her records? 
Hadn’t she become a radio and television 
star? Chester’s idea was to work his con- 
nections with one of the record companies 
for which he’d done favors and to get me 
several recordings. After that, it would be 
an easy road to success—particularly with 
a powerful disk jockey like Chester Morris 
and several of his disk jockey friends 
around the country pushing my records. 

I listened enraptured. Chester was talk- 
ing my kind of language. I could tell that 
he was a man who went after what he 
wanted—and usually got it. He had a ter- 
rific zeal as he talked. I believed he could 
sell anything. 

But he hadn’t sold Manny. For most of 





the conversation Manny remained almost 
sullenly silent. Then he demanded sud. 
denly: 

“And just where do you come in, Mor. 
ris? Just what do you want out of this?” 

I was horrified at the way he put the 
question—almost as if he were challenging 
Morris’s honesty and good intentions. | 
was about to say something to smooth 
things over, but Chester was equal to the 
occasion. 

“T don’t want a thing, Harris,” he an. 
swered, levelling a steady gaze in Manny’s 
direction. “That is, not now. And all | 
ever want is what I’m rightfully entitled 
to. Once I’ve proven to Miss Byrd that | 
can do her some good—get her an audition 
with a record company, then I’ll expect to 
talk business.” 

Manny still didn’t like the deal. In a 
huff, he got up to leave, saying he’d meet 
me at the station. But the deal sounded 
fine to me, I told Chester, my grateful eyes 
sending him a silent apology for Manny's 
conduct. All he had to do was start things 
going and let us know what to do. 

Chester took me to the train in a powder 
blue Cadillac half a block long. This is 
my kind of man, I was telling myself ex. 
ultantly. The kind who’s successful and 
knows how to handle himself in any situa- 
tion. I was furious with Manny. I resolved 
to get him told good. If Chester hadn't 
been so understanding and self-assured, he 
might have taken offense at Manny’s atti- 
tude and I might have been cheated out of 
my big chance. 

At the station Chester held my hand 
tightly, meaningfully as we parted com- 
pany. Manny, who had gone in a cab, was 
very aloof, didn’t hear him as he said in 
a low voice: “You'll be hearing from me— 
real soon, Lillie. And, if you don’t mind, 
I'd like to say, it’s not just your voice | 
admire.” 


T HE TRAIN TRIP back to Chicago 

marked the beginning of the end of my 
friendship and business relationship with 
Manny. We quarrelled in low, tense tones, 
almost all the way home. Only, it was I 
who did most of the quarrelling. Manny 
wasn’t the type to go far in an argument. 
I accused him of being a stuffed shirt, a 
fool and everything mean and nasty I could 
think of. I told him that I’d only made him 
my business manager to give him a break 
because he’d been so faithful to me. I 
could run my own business and there were 
plenty of nice people like Chester willing 
to help me. 

Manny did have pride. His pride forced 
him to suggest to me that he would dis 
continue handling my business, that I could 
go it alone, as far as he was concerned. 
That, I informed him, was just fine with 
me. 

I wasn’t quite as defiant about the whole 
thing as I pretended. After all, Manny had 
been very sweet to me for a number of 
years. I couldn’t dismiss that from my 
mind. I cried myself to sleep that night 
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about our quarrel. But my selfish, single- 
minded ambition helped me forget, by the 
next morning. Besides, the next morning 
—almost at noon—a long distance call 
came from St. Louis—and Chester Morris. 

He was excited. 

“Lillie, how soon can you get back to 
town?” he demanded. 

His excitement was contagious. 

“Any time you say,” I replied unhesi- 
tatingly. “Why? What’s happening?” 

“I think I’ve got a deal cooking for you, 
baby,” Chester told me. My heart began 
beating double-time. Even in my happily 
agitated state I realized that it wasn’t only 
beating fast because of the promise of 
something big in my career—but also be- 
cause Chester had called me baby. 

Chester explained that he had talked 
about me with a local representative of a 
New York recording company; that the 
ma” was interested and wanted to meet me 
and hear me sing. 

“Can you make it back here this week- 
end?” Chester asked. 

“Sure I can, Chester,” I told him. 

There was a small, significant pause at 
the other end of the wire. 

“Hello,” I said frantically. 

“I was just wondering,” Chester said 
hesitantly. “Just wondering if you have to 
bring this Harris guy along. I know he’s 
your business manager and all that—but— 
well, I don’t know—the guy’s got a funny 
attitude and everyone isn’t as broad-minded 
as I am. I’m just a little bit afraid he 
might mess up the works.” 

“He’s not my business manager any 
more,” I informed Chester. “We—well, we 
sort of fell out last night.” 

“Oh,” Chester responded. I got the idea 
that he was happy to learn this bit of infor- 
mation. “About business—or about me?” 
he demanded, as an afterthought. 

“A little bit of both,” I admitted. 

“Well, don’t worry about it,” Chester re- 
assured me. “I’m a pretty good business 
manager myself. What’s more, baby, I go 
for you like America goes for Godfrey.” 

I pretended to ignore the confession. But 
I didn’t—not really. There was something 
so debonair, so knowing and attractive 
about Chester. I sort of go for you too, 
Chester, I answered. Only I didn’t say it 
out loud. 

There was a little trouble with the fam- 
ily when I announced that I was going to 
St. Louis on business and without Manny. 
Mom and Dad were always confident when 
I was with Manny. They had always been 
like that. But, without revealing that we 
had quarrelled seriously, I managed to per- 
suade them that everything would be all 
right, that I’d be perfectly safe. I had to 
do a little lying to do it, but these days, 
lying came easily to me. My one purpose 
in life was success and I didn’t care what 
it cost to get it. 

Chester met me at the train and when 
he took my hand and helped me down to 
the platform, that simple gesture was the 
introduction to a new way of life, a new 
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way of thinking, a new Lillie Byrd. 

It was a Friday evening when I[ arrived 
in St. Louis. Chester had evidently deter- 
mined to show me all the glamour that his 
position could command in that town. The 
demonstration started off with the fabulous 
suite he had reserved for me at one of the 
best hotels in downtown St. Louis. It was 
nothing like the small, neat colored hotel 
where Manny and I had stayed. I was 
dazzled by the luxury of it, the smooth- 
running efficiency, the assured manner with 
which Chester registered me. After a brief 
rest, | met him downstairs and we went to 
a unique seafood spot just off a highway 
for dinner. He had a ten o’clock broadcast 
and invited me to come along. 

I'd never been inside a_ broadcasting 
studio. It was intriguing to see the inner 
workings of radio—the soundproofed stu- 
dios. the mysterious signalling between en- 
gineer and broadcaster. I was thrilled by 
the way Chester was treated by the person- 
nel. They seemed to have so much respect 
for him. I was more thrilled when, sitting 
by his side, as he talked into the micro- 
phone. I heard him tell his audience about 
me, my presence in town, the reason for it 
and his prediction that mine was “a name 
you will hear often in the near future.” 

Right after the broadcast, we went to a 
downtown office building to meet the record 
ompany representative. It seemed odd to 
me that a business man like this should 
transact business so late at night, but I 
was getting my initiation into.show busi- 
ness. The interview was most successful. 
\ir. Fisher, the record man, had a timid 
young pianist run down a few songs with 
me. Then he snapped: “Okay, Chet, we'll 
ign her and cut right away.” 

I was glowingly happy. Chester Morris 
had come through. He was, in line with his 
confident prediction, setting my feet on the 
path to the big time. I didn’t even give it 
1 second thought when he suggested that 
we celebrate. Of course, I didn’t realize 
what form the celebration would take. 

For the first time in my life, I found my- 
elf drinking. On the wave of my happi- 
ess and my desire to make Chester believe 
I was as sophisticated as he seemed to 
think me, I consented without even a mur- 
nur when he suggested that we go night- 
lubbing. Sitting at a small, out-of-the-way 
table with him in the Club Riviera, St. 
Louis’s famed nitery, I drank in the new, 
exciting atmosphere of a club. felt myself 
co aflame from head to toe as I sipped the 
increasingly potent drinks which Chester 
ordered for me. It seemed only natural 
that he should begin talking sweet things 
to me. It seemed only natural that he 
hould hold my hand, that caresses which 
began tenderly should gain more signifi- 
more daring. 

It’s an old story—what happened. The 
yink haze in which I began to float. Ches- 


cance, 


suggestion that we go someplace 
quiet. That place turned out to be his 

itel room where, armed with a bottle of 
liquor, he applied the final pressures—the 
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soft lights, the soft music, the soft words 
—then, suddenly, with terrifying efficiency 
—the seduction. 

Or can I call it seduction and be honest? 
I wanted his bold caresses and returned 
them. My lips were willing before the hot 
assault of his searching kisses. My pulse 
leaped at the sure, frightening, but thrill- 
ing touch of kis eager hands. 

And when, finally, I gave myself to 
Chester, it was with a wild, hungry, ecstatic 
giving. 

I wasn’t ashamed the next morning. 
There were no tears, no regrets. I told my- 
self I loved this all-knowing man of the 
world, this man who was going to shape 
my career and who would be my partner 
in business as well as in love. 

So shamefully had I fallen that it took 
very little effort on Chester’s part to per- 
suade me to telephone home and lie glibly 
that business would keep me in St. Louis 
another couple of days. It was business all 
right. The business of a girl, who had man- 
aged to keep herself pure for eighteen 
years, giving herself over to the unreason- 
ing satisfaction of lust. 

Chester and I hardly left the hotel room 
during those thrilling days. It seemed that 
both of us had an insatiable appetite for 
love. I didn’t know or care about time or 
place—only that I was with Chester. I 
dreamed of our future together—how we 
would be married the way I’d always 
dreamed—a big church wedding with all 
the trimmings—never thinking of the utter 
hypocrisy of such a vision. 

It was a vision soon and rudely de- 
stroyed. For, innocently, on the afternoon 
of my last day, I mentioned something to 
Chester about what a happy couple we 
would be and how talented our children 
would be. 

I wasn’t prepared for his uproarious 
laughter. In fact, it shocked and unnerved 
me. I was less prepared for his explana- 
tion of it. 

“You sweet little innocent,” Chester 
gasped, his eyes running with tears of mer- 
riment. “Are you serious?” 

“Of course,” I told him bewildered. 
“Didn’t you say a dozen times that you 
loved me and wanted me to be your very 
own. Didn’t you... ?” 

Chester sat bolt upright and stared at 
me earnestly. 

“You mean you don’t know that I’m as 
married as a man can get; that I’ve got 
two sons and a very lovely and satisfactory 
wife?” 

My world spun about in a crazy jumble. 
I stared at Chester with eyes which saw 
something of his real self for the first time. 

“You’re married?” I demanded. “And 
you let me... ?” 

He told me not to be a silly child, a 
square. He pointed out harshly that mar- 
riage these days meant far different things 
than in days gone by. His being married 
didn’t mean one bit of difference to us, 
Chester explained. He had all the freedom 








he wanted and we could always have our 
fun without fear of repercussions. 

I think I came close to losing my mind 
in the few minutes that I listened to Ches. 
ter explaining away our sin and justifying 
its continuance. After recovery from the 
first shock, I tried to tell myself that | 
should walk out on him—that I should re. 
nounce every evil thing I had done for the 
sake of success; that I should go home and 
get down on my knees to God, to my par. 
ents, to Manny and beg forgiveness. 

But I wasn’t strong enough. Two reasons 
brought about my slow but certain accept. 
ance of Chester’s twisted point of view: 
one, I believed genuinely that I loved him 
so well I’d be willing to betray all sense 
of morals and accept a secondary role in 
his life; two, that I wanted so desperately 
to taste the heady wine of success and | 
saw Chester as the one person on earth 
who could bring it to me on a silver platter, 

That was how I became Chester’s mis. 
tress. That was also how I became his 
slave. From the time of the St. Louis es. 
capade, I was unable to call my life my 
own. 

Before I boarded the train to return to 
Chicago, I had signed a long, mysterious 
document which Chester called a contract 
for personal management of my career. He 
was to come to Chicago the following week 
when we were to have our first recording 
session for the company which was going 
to put my voice on wax. 


] WAS WELL-PAID for my sin. The first 

- record which hit the market won uni- 
versal acclaim. It was rated highly in the 
trade publication listings of religious mu- 
sic. It sold like wildfire. If I told you the 
title, you would probably realize that it is 
part of your own record collection and you 
would know my true identity. With the in- 
stantaneous success of this record, the com- 
pany decided to give me a_ tremendous 
nation-wide build-up. My pictures and 
stories about me appeared in the leading 
publications of the country. I cut six more 
sides within the next three months. The 
royalty figures would be impressive at the 
end of each year. I was in great demand 
for personal appearances. I was on my 
way to becoming independent financially. 

A year after Chester and I began our 
pact of sin, I was standing on the brink of 
one of the most promising careers any 
young performer in the country could brag. 

All this time I had managed to camou- 
flage from my parents the true relationship 
between Chester and myself. With Manny, 
it was different. Of course, I seldom saw 
him these days. He had dropped out of my 
life almost completely. But once in a while, 
I'd run into him—or catch a glimpse of him 
at one of my concerts—his eyes wistful and 
hungry, his face drawn with a tight pain. 
It hurt me to see him—hurt me because ! 
did have some small twinges of conscience 
left—hurt me because I knew that he had 
loved me truly as long as I’d known him. 
Manny had gone back with the old group 
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—the one we'd started out with—the group 
I'd abandoned when I decided that it was 
my voice alone which made them popular. 

One evening when I was returning home 
from Detroit and a big, triumphant pro- 
gram, I met Manny. Chester hadn’t gone 
with me on this trip. He’d been away from 
the station so often—had been forced to 
tape so many shows that he’d decided to 
stay around St. Louis for a few weeks and 
do business for me by phone and mail. My 
folks would have met me at the station but 
I hadn’t notified them when my train got 
in. I was hailing a cab when Manny 
walked up to me. 

“Give you a lift, Lily?” he asked. 

My first impulse was to refuse. Then a 
wave of pity ran over me. The least I could 
do was to treat him decently for a few 
minutes. 

“Thanks, Manny,” I accepted. “I'd ap- 
preciate it.” 

He guided me over to his ancient jalopy 
and we chugged out of the station, down 
State Street, toward my home. Our con- 
versation was stilted, stiff. We were both 
ill at ease with each other. 

In front of my door, I started to get out 
of the car, thanking Manny. The urgency 
in his voice stopped me cold. 

“Lily,” he appealed. “Can I say some- 
thing to you—just for a minute?” 

“Go ahead, Manny,” I agreed. I dreaded 
what was coming. I didn’t want another 
quarrel. 

“Just this,” Manny began. His words 
came in a rush as if he were forced to say 
them before he backed down. “Please, 
Lily, stop giving your soul to the devil.” 

I was amazed and instantly angry. 

“Why, what do you mean?” I demanded. 

“IT mean that I know what’s going on.” 
Manny continued doggedly. “I mean I 
know that you and Chester Morris are 
lovers—that he’s married and can’t give 
you honest love. I know that even though 
you're a success, you’re not happy. that you 
won’t ever be as long as you're living a lie 
like this. You’re not bad, Lily. You just 
want the world overnight and you don’t 
realize how much it costs to get it the way 
you're getting it.” 

The angry response crowded to my lips, 
but it never got a chance. 

“I’m not saying this to hurt you.” Manny 
added in a low, throbbing voice. “I’m say- 
ing it because, ever since I used to carry 
your books home, I’ve loved you more than 
anyone in the world and I have to tell you 
the truth. You lied Lily, from the minute 
you began this career—lied to your parents 
and to yourself and to your Maker. That's 
all I wanted to say.” 

I wanted to say something nasty to Man- 
ny, to hurt him back the way he’d hurt me. 
But I couldn’t. All I could do was stumble 
out of the car, tears blinding my eyes. I 
was so relieved that Mom and Dad didn’t 
awake when I came in. I tossed and turned, 
trying to sleep that night. I thought I was 
angry with Manny, but actually, while I 


didn’t know it, I was as guilty as Judas 
and feeling my guilt. 

The next morning, the old defiance was 
back. I was more than ever determined to 
show Manny that I could be happy, that 
he was wrong. Even if I had lied, hadn’t 
I done a lot of good, singing God’s music 
for thousands to hear and love? 

Maybe it was this fresh defiance which 
set me off on a fresh and unforgivable sin; 
that allowed me to turn my back on what 
little missionary work I was doing for God 
—even as a hypocrite. At any rate, when 
Chester came up with the idea that I could 
make more money faster by singing the 
blues instead of hymns, I argued feebly, 
but finally let him have his way—as I’d 
gotten used to doing in everything. 

After all, he pointed out. Dinah Wash- 
ington, Sarah Vaughan and any number of 
topflight stars had been church singers 
in the beginning. With his smooth line, 
Chester proved to me that I wouldn’t be 
breaking any holy laws. 

“Get famous. That’s what counts,” he 
argued. “The bigger you get, the more 
good you can do. Only church folks know 
about you now. But if you were a big-time 
singer with some real hits behind you, 
when you sang a hymn. more and more 
thousands would hear you.” 

Funny how the most unscrupulous, most 
screwball reasoning can make you believe 
what you want to believe. I went for 
Chester’s line, not because he was so con- 
vincing, but because I was like him—un- 
scrupulous and willing to take any short- 
cut to the top. 

This short-cut turned out to be my fatal 
step—but also my salvation. 

At first, things went beautifully. I made 
my first rhythm and blues record. It was 
one of those bouncy affairs with the hot 
screaming saxes, the jungle drum beat and 
some lyrics which just skirted the rim of 
decency. We had to rehearse and rehearse 
before I could get it the way Chester and 
the record people wanted it. At first, I 
wasn’t “hot enough,” they said.I realize 
now that there was a reason for this. My 
heart wasn’t really in what I was doing. 
But I worked hard to give them what they 
wanted and when we listened to the final 
playback one morning at six in the studio, 
Chet grabbed me, kissed me and shouted: 
“We gotta hit, baby. We got it made.” 

The record was a hit. But Mom and Dad, 
when they found out about it, were shocked 
and hurt. 

“T ain’t got nothin’ against jazz, baby,” 
Mom told me quietly. “Dinah Washington 
and Sarah Vaughan an’ all those jazz 
singers may be better and truer Christians 
Fact that they’re jazz 
singers is nothing against them. That’s 
their job and they’re qualified to do it. But 
—you—you ain’t no better than they are— 
but the point is, baby, you told me when 
you began—that you wanted to sing for 
God. You told me you wanted to be pure 
gospel singer like Mahalia Jackson who 
turned down a fortune by refusing to sing 


than I'll ever be. 
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the blues. If you had said you wanted to 
be a jazz singer, I'd have had to agree, 
baby. But this stuff you’re doing. It ain’t 
you. So it ain’t right. Give it up, baby, 
please give it up.” 

I wanted to hug Mom to me and promise 
to do what she asked. But I couldn’t. That 
very morning Chet had called me and told 
me that disk jockeys all over the country 
were rating the record tops; that a trade 
publication had found, in its weekly sur- 
vey, that it was the most sold in record 
shops, and most played on juke boxes. 
Offers were coming in to Chet for me to 
make theatre appearances and night club 
dates. The gravy train, slow in getting 
under way while I was singing religious 
songs, was now ready to move fast. I 
couldn’t give up that chance. Nor could 
I give up Chet. And I solemnly believed 
somehow that by winning great success and 
wealth, I could win number one place in 
Chet’s life. He had hinted that things 


I ripped it open and my eyes widened in 
horror and disbelief. 

“Mom killed in auto accident last night,” 
the wire said. “Come immediately.” It was 
signed by Dad. 

My first wild thoughts told me it was an 
insane joke. I knew only one thing to do 
—to find Chet right away—to fall into his 
arms and let him handle things. Shaking, 
crying hysterically, I slipped into a coat, 
dashed out the backstage exit and hailed a 
cab. It seemed agonizingly long before we 
pulled up in front of the hotel. 

I headed straight for our suite. The door 
of the anteroom was slightly ajar. I was 
about to call Chet’s name wildly, ready to 
collapse in his arms, when I heard his voice 
and froze where I stood. 

“ ... but, darling,” Chet was saying. 
“How many thousand times do I have to 
tell you that Lily is just a meal ticket to 
me? You know you're tops and always will 
be. But how do you think we’re gonna be 


able to pay for the new house and do lots 
of other things. Sure, I gotta love her up 
a bit now and then, but it’s all in the game. 
You agreed to go along with the program. 
This ain’t no time to mess up. That gal’s 
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weren't going too well with his wife, that 
there might be a divorce. I was too 
wrapped up in him, too blind to realize 
that he had dangled this in front of me 
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like bait when he needed a clincher to con- 
vince me to sing jazz. 

So I turned my back on Mom—sadly but 
with great determination—and I began to 
climb. The record became big and so did 
my name—in those mysterious circles of 
promoters and booking agents who make 
a killing off the popularity of new record- 
ing stars. Chet booked a forty-week tour 
for me on the rhythm and blues circuit. 
He got a leave from his station in order to 
handle me more closely—to work this new 
gold mine he’d struck in my sudden wide- 
spread popularity. 

I'd forgotten—within a matter of a few 
months—that I’d ever sung a song for 
God’s glory. I was caught up in the ex- 
citing, pulsing swim of mob adoration 
in jam-packed ballrooms, in night clubs 
packed to the doors—on first nighters in 
auditoriums. Besides, there was Chet. I 
had him with me all the time now and he 
was a passionately devoted lover. I was 
making money, hand over fist. I believed 
I was supremely happy. 

Then came the important night in 
Toledo. We were playing a big package 
deal dance which featured other stars and 
two bands. It was held in an immense au- 
ditorium. If it went over well, Chet had 
told me, it would mean big things for 
everyone in the package. One of the big- 
gest agencies in the business had sent out 
a representative to consider buying the 
package for a fabulous tour. 

I was in the greatest of spirits. Chet and 
I had eaten dinner together—by candle- 
light—in my hotel room. We had lain 
around lazily all day and had our fill of 
Scotch and sodas. Oh yes, I had learned 
how to drink like a champion now. Chet 
told me I sounded much better when I was 
half-high. I believed everything Chet told 
me. He had rushed off back to the hotel, 
a few minutes before show time, when the 
Western Union boy brought the telegram. 


about ready now to put us all on easy 
Ce, a 

I stood at the door trembling as Chet 
talked on the phone to his wife—the wife 
he’d told me he might divorce so we could 
get married. The crushing significance of 
his words fell in on my consciousness with 
a dull, thudding crash. I put shaking fin- 
gers to throbbing temples. For a second 
I was afraid—afraid that something in my 
head would burst. 

Then I remembered Mom. I remem- 
bered her as she lived—loving, self-sacri- 
ficing, sincere and anxious for me to be 
good and to make good. I remembered how 
she had encouraged me in my career when 
she believed I was singing for God. I re- 
membered her words when I turned my 
back on God. Then I remembered Mom— 
dead now. And Dad, grieving deep. prob- 
ably sitting by the cold body, his head 
bowed and the hurt too deep for tears. And 
I wondered what I was doing there in that 
hotel corridor about to lose my mind be- 
cause a two-timing, scheming man who 
never really loved me had been revealed in 
my sight for what he really was. 

My bowed shoulders squared. My chin 
went up high. I blinked back the tears in 
my eyes. I gripped the door knob and went 
into the suite. I took my suitcase, placed it 
on the bed and began throwing things into 
it. Chet stopped talking on the phone in 
the other room and rushed into my room. 

He came up in back of me and tried to 
hold me in his arms. I pushed him off— 
not angrily—but with the cold resolution 
of one who is finished for good. 

“Why aren’t you back at the auditorium, 
baby?” he demanded, amazed. “What's 
wrong with you. What are you doing here 
—and why the sudden cold shoulder.” 

I didn’t even look at him. 

“Why don’t you go back and finish tell- 
ing your wife what a fool I am?” I de 
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“As for me, I’m going home.” 
then 


manded. 
“IT shoved the wire into his hands, 
continued packing. 
“Oh, baby,” Chet murmured sympatheti- 
“How terrible about your mother. I 
and that’s why 


cally. 
know how you must feel- 
you misinterpreted whatever you heard me 
say on the phone.” 

He tried to take me in his arms again, 
pleading: “There’s nothing you can do at 
home now that she’s dead—that you 
couldn’t do a few hours from now. Lily, 


you've got to go on stage tonight. Then 
we'll take a plane right home. You're a 


” 


trouper Lily and . 

I finished it for him. “The show must 
go on?” I demanded sarcastically. “Well, 
Chester, this is one show—yours and mine 
—that stinks to high heaven. I’m going 
home—-now—not just for tonight. But for 
good.” 

He was almost on his knees with des- 
peration when I stalked out the door, suit- 
case in hand. I never looked back. 

A couple of hours later I was home. 
Home, sobbing on Dad’s shoulder and mak- 
ing him forget his own sorrow in mine. A 
few minutes after that, Dad and I were on 
our knees, praying together like we used 
to do when I was a little thing. I was ask- 
ing God to forgive me for being so selfish, 
so weak, so blind. I was asking Mom to 
look down from among her fellow angels 
and see that her daughter had learned her 
lesson. 

Chester didn’t give up easily. He had 
sense enough to stay away from me until 
after the funeral and when some of the 
immediate poignancy of losing Mom had 
settled to a dull ache of sadness. 

But today Chet came to see me. He tried 
every trick in the book. He begged and 
pleaded and cried and admitted he had 
been wrong. 

I listened to him quietly. When he began 
talking the answer was no. An hour later, 
it was still no. 

“Sorry, Chet,” I told him firmly. “I’m 
through. With you and your way of life. 
My mom was right. Manny was right. I 
sold you my soul and my body once. But 
they’re not for sale any more.” 

Chet was half-crazed when he left. I felt 
no anger or reproach. I felt sorry for him. 
You can feel sorry for people who’ve been 
unfair to you when you’ve got God in your 
corner and they haven’t. I watched him 
leave, shoulders sagging, head down. He 
was a beaten man. 

And now I’m going to get out all my old, 
beloved music. The music that interprets 
and means God and His salvation. I can 
sing it now with a new meaning and a new 
depth. I can sing it now because it means 
something to me—not in terms of money 
or cars or wordly possessions; but because 
it is real for me and earnest. Maybe. some- 
day, I'll be able to sing it in duet with 
Manny. 
one of these days, 
you'll hear me singing. I hope I'll be able 
to make God’s music mean something to 


you. THE END 


In your churches, 


Olga James 


(Continued from Page 20) 


that debut. the Washington-born girl with 
the expressive, brown eyes, has _ been 
tagged for stardom—not only in the minds 
of the public, but also by some of the peo- 
ple capable of creating stars. 

One of these is 20th Century Fox’s Otto 
producer and director of Car- 
work in 


Preminger, 
men. Delighted with Miss James’ 
the picture, Preminger sees big things in 
her filmland future. 

Another is Hollywood star Terry Moore 
who vows that Olga’s voice is one of the 
greatest around today and who has placed 
herself at her disposal for any kind of as- 
sistance—financial, moral or otherwise. 

An important member of the big brass 
in the Olga James fan club, Ray Gilbert, 
author of a number of song hits and father 
of star Joanne Gilbert, is quoted as ac- 
knowledging Miss James as having “the 
most exciting voice of our generation.” 

The Cinderella story of Olga James, 
virtually unknown two years ago and now 
potentially an important star, gets credits 
from two talent experts who gave her her 


beginning breaks. The first was I arry 
Steele, the “Smart Affairs” production 
wizard. Steele, seeking fresh attractions 
for his nation-spanning show, spotlighted 


Olga in her first professional engagement 
in America. Prior to this, she had been a 
member of the chorus of Virgil Thomp- 
son’s “Four Saints In Three Acts,” which 
was sent to Paris to participate in the In- 
ternational Festival of Arts, a two week 
affair. After that—‘Smart Affairs.” 

“I’m grateful to Geneva Keyes and her 
brother, Pop Williams for securing my job 
with Mr. Steele’s show,” Olga says today. 
“I’m also grateful to Larry for the help he 
gave me while I was with him.” 

Second big assist in Olga’s career came 
from sagacious Abe Saperstein, promo- 
tional genius who built the Harlem Globe- 
trotters into a fantastic international at- 
traction. Saperstein heard Olga in the fall 
of 1953 while she was with the Steele show, 
immediately signed her to a personal man- 
agement contract. 

Saperstein’s first move was to work his 
invaluable connections to have Olga 
showcased. Last May he flew to Hollywood 
and signed a contract, giving his new pro- 
tégé the second lead in “Carmen Jones.” 
In the meantime, she had been making ap- 
in the Globetrotters between- 


Soor shows. 


pearances 
halves 

Clearing aside the critical raves and the 
press releases, what kind of person is Olga 
James? What makes her tick? What are 
her ambitions? 

She was born in Washington, D. C., 
in the nation’s capital and took 
her studies seriously. In fact, at Dunbar 
High, she ranked as an honor student. 
During student days. Olga’s musical ability 
attracted the attention of school musical 


went 


to school 
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department heads and she was given the 
lead in all musical productions. 

Olga’s mother and father were separated 
when she was a baby. But she managed 
to escape the frustrations which usually 
beset the only child in a broken home. As 
he explains it, “I am sort of the joint ef- 
fort of my mother and grandmother who 
ised me. My grandmother saw to it that 
[ got my early lessons and from both her 
nd my mother, I get a world of love and 

1couragement.” 

Her mother, Lucille Valentine, of New- 
rk, a former professional dancer, is a 
tunning woman, much devoted to her 
daughter and equipped, by personal expe- 
ience, to help Olga maneuver in show 

isiness. 

When not travelling, the singing starlet 
lives in Newark with her mother and step- 
father, Ted Valentine, her  step-sister. 
Dorothy, and a beloved dog known as 
Bing. Olga “adores” several small cousins 

Newark, her favorites being the Knox 
girls, ages six and seven, who live near her. 

She once gave a purely sincere demon- 

ration of her love for children. On a visit 
» the Chicago Defender newspaper offices, 
Olga had planned to remain for a half- 
iour, then go on to keep another appoint- 
ent. Three hours later she was still at the 
Defender office playing with some of the 
hildren of one of the paper’s executives. 

She has a sensible answer for the over- 

wrked question—whether she’d like to 
ive a husband, home and children of her 

and whether her professional ambi- 
ons take priority over romance and mar- 
riage 
‘Every girl wants to marry and have 
children,” Olga points out. “But I have no 
immediate plans for doing so and I can’t 
onestly say now whether I'd be willing to 
levote myself exclusively to being a wife 
ind mother. Right now, I’m trying to take 
intage of the opportunity confronting 
career-wise and that’s a full-time job.” 
Even more definite is Olga’s reply to a 
lemand that she describe her ideal man. 
She says with disarming frankness: “I 
really don’t want to get stuck on that kind 


limb.” 
\lready, in her relationships with men 
erested in her, Olga has seen some of 
e inevitable conflict which an attractive 
| in show business must confront. A 
few of her admirers have been unable to 
derstand “why I had to run off to les- 
s or practice or leave town to fulfill en- 
gagements and not stay around and con- 
ntrate on them,” she says. 
The man who has the good taste and 
od fortune to win Olga eventually will 
probably be one who can live with the fact 
that she is a perfectionist of the first water 
who takes everything she does seriously. 
She works and studies hard. When in 
New York, she spends four or five hours 
laily with her pianist, a choreographer and 
Lina Abarbanell, well-known 
producer and former Metro- 
Madame Abarbanell 


Madame 
Broadway 
politan Opera star. 
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was selected by Abe Saperstein to super- 
vise Olga’s development. In the wake of 
the Carmen Jones triumph. night club and 
film offers poured into the Saperstein of- 
fice. The basketball mogul and Madame 
Abarbanell get heads together. decide 
what engagements seem likely to be good 
for their charge. 

An example of Olga’s striving for per- 
fection was a recent flying trip she made 
from Chicago to California. solely for the 
purpose of having theatrical photographs 
made. 

“T firmly believe that. if you’re going to 
have something done, you ought to have it 
done by the best in the field,” she ex- 
plains. 

Faced with the question of her “show 
business idols,” Olga wrinkles her cute 
nose distastefully. 

“T suppose I’m a little bit prejudiced 
about the word ‘idols.’ I don’t have idols 
in the sense that I might want to imitate 
anything about anyone except his or her 
success in achieving ultimate personal 
artistry and ability to move the public,” 
she replied. 

She says, however, that there are some 
people in the field who “move me to the 
greatest appreciation.” She cites Lena 
Horne “because she is an amazing com- 
bination of earthiness, gentility and humil- 
ity and because I have never seen any 
other female performer in night clubs with 
her sheer strength of personality.” 

In other areas, she appreciates the 
talents of Leontyne Price and Mattawilda 
Dobbs because “they’re both such beauti- 
ful singers.” She finds William Warfield 
“just about perfect.” 

On the male side of show business Olga 
gives credit to Nat Cole “because he makes 
such wonderful music, because his taste 
is almost perfect and because he is such 
a gentleman.” 

Harry Belafonte, Olga observes, has “the 
same impact on an audience in a masculine 
way, that Lena Horne has in her way.” 
She adds that one of Belafonte’s assets is 
that the songs he presents “have more than 
ordinary merit.” 

In the process of making “Carmen 
Jones,” Olga found Belafonte “a most co- 
operative co-worker” and “quite nice.” 
She labels Pearl Bailey unreservedly “one 
of the warmest human beings I’ve ever met. 
She has the ability to make people feel at 
home with her.” 

A scientific analysis of the Olga James 
singing technique is a tough thing to at- 
tempt. Possibly, the reason is that, while 
Olga is respectful of all the rules which 
students of voice are taught, her utter 
sincerity and projectior. of real emotion 
while working, make one almost oblivious 
to mechanics. 

Here is how one critic describes the 
James style: “Olga James is more than just 
a mere singer; though she strives for tech- 
nical perfection she also sings with a moral 
and emotional nature—a thing most people 
call soul . . . she can intone, chant and 


utter sweet and melodious sounds, as those 
made by birds and rippling brooks. She 
has deep and tremendous feeling.” 

It was this same “deep and tremendous 
feeling” which once caused Olga to bawl 
like a baby. She sat up all night once, 
reading Ralph Ellison’s “The Invisible 
Man.” 

“By the time I had read the book from 
cover to cover, I must have cried a dozen 
times,” she admits. “I think I cried be- 
cause Mr. Ellison so beautifully expressed 
his confusion over being a Negro in our 
society,” she adds. 

Before entering show business, Olga’s 
only background was in concert work, 
She is a product of the exacting Juilliard 
School of Music in New York. She loves 
concert work, but has no current prefer- 
ence for it over the popular field. 

“I'd like to do many things as well as 
possible,” Miss James declares. “It’s pre- 
mature to try to decide which I like better 
because I’ve done nothing of past conse- 
quence in either and am still working hard 
to learn.” 

This modest kind of statement. coming 
from Olga is not the kind of slick talk 
which performers sometimes utilize in or- 
der to get a good press. One of the nicest 
things about the girl is her utter humility. 
Fully confident of her ability to sing. she 
has, nonetheless, an amazing self-efface- 
ment. To a newsman who met her while 
she was with “Smart Affairs” and who 
wrote her a fan letter after “Carmen 
Jones,” saying he’d believed in her all 
along. Olga replied gratefully: “How nice 
it is of you to remember me.” This from a 
girl with an unforgettable voice and _per- 
sonality and whose image and moving sing- 
ing had just been pictured and recorded 
on the silver screen all over America for 
millions to see and hear. 

That this unusual young woman is one 
of the coming talents of our age is virtually 
a certainty. Says Larry Steele, her first 
boss: “Olga will do big things. She has 
genuine ability. She’s intelligent. She has 
no bad habits. In fact, she neither smokes 
nor drinks.” 

To set the record straight, Olga herself 
says honestly: “I drink almost not at all. 
When I do, I usually prefer sparkling bur- 
gundy.” 

In the line of clothes, Miss James likes 
“simple, smart things because I’m too short 
to stand up under any clutter.” She likes 
to work in pastels because they become her 
most and short gowns because they are 
comfortable. She has a passion for shoes 
and is “entirely too extravagant” where 
they are concerned. 

This is Olga James—a gir] with a golden 
voice, a spiritual quality which makes her 
much loved and a unique chance to become 


a tremendous name in her chosen field. 
THE EN 
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Gay Divorcee 
(Continued from Page 31) 


knew you’d remember me! I just knew it.” 

“It’s nice of you to remember me, Mr. 
Palmer,” I told him. 

“I'd like it better if you called me Jason. 
You used to call me Jason in school, so 
let’s just pretend we’re back in school 
again.” 

Was this the serious-faced Jason Palmer 
of my high school days who seldom, if 
ever, ran around with our crowd? If I 
remember rightly, he was invariably alone 
in some secluded corner, studying a book 
about music. What a change six years had 
made in him! 

“Trudy. if you'll stick around, until I’ve 
finished, I'd like to see you home. Will 
that be all right with you?” 

“Yes, if you want to, Jason,” I told him. 

In the next half hour, I had three 
dances, and although my partners were 
expert dancers. I kept thinking how it 
would feel to be dancing with Jason, and 
having his arms around me... . 

I had come to the dance hall with my 
best girl friend. Arlene Mills, and I was 
pleased that she’d found someone to take 
her home. I couldn’t very well leave her 
and go home with Jason. 

At the end of the dance, Jason walked 
over to me carrying a trumpet case. There 
were beads of perspiration on his black, 
curly hair, and although I knew he must 
be tired, he asked, 

“Trudy, I’ve got my car parked in back 
of the dance hall, but I sort of feel like 
walking. How about you?” 

“That will be fine, Jason,” I told him, 
“T just live three blocks away, so I’d just 
as soon walk.” 

I know that as I walked out of the dance 
hall there were many envious stares from 
the other girls. but for the first time in 
my life, I felt like a celebrity myself. 

As I walked along, with Jason beside 
me, a warm, excited feeling came over 
me. Jason Palmer was so unlike Harry 
Mason, my former husband. 

Harry Mason. When I think of his 
name, I am gripped by a nightmare of 
panic. Even now, I cannot remember his 
name with tenderness nor loving remem- 
brance. Instead, it is with a feeling of 
utter loathing that I visualize his face. 
Oh, Harry was quite the romantic lover 
when he courted me. He did the right 
things and said the right words to make a 
woman fall for him, but every word was a 
lie and every gallant gesture was veiled by 
deceit. 

I can never forget the last night of our 
marriage. He had come home roaring 
drunk, with lipstick stains on his collar 
and reeking of perfume. When I asked 
him where he’d been, he told me to mind 
my own business. 

“If you don’t like what I’m doing, why, 
you can get out!” I was stunned, aston- 
ished and ashamed. Was this Harry Ma- 
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son—the man who had promised to love, 
honor and cherish... ?” 

In a fit of anger I turned on him, 

“Harry, you’ve got no right to talk to 
me like that. I’m your lawful wedded 
wife, and I don’t have to stand for it!” 
But Harry greeted my words with laugh- 
ter. He started to giggle hysterically, and 
[ had a sudden premonition of disaster. 

“My wife? Don’t make me laugh! 
You’re no more my wife than the Queen 
of Sheba! Did you think I'd marry you 
or your good looks? Ha! Ha! That’s 
a good one!” 

[ felt the whole world tumbling down 
ym me. What was he trying to tell me 
in his drunken rage? I moved to a corner 
of the room, paralyzed with fear and 
hame. His words echoed in my ears like 
the words of doom. 

“D’ye think that marriage ceremony was 
legal? No, it wasn’t! The marriage license 
vas a fake, and so was everything else! 
What do you think of that?” 

I had to get to the bottom of it, to find 
ut why Harry had done this to me. In his 
present condition, he was apt to spill ev- 
erything. But I must play it smart, very 
smart—Harry Mason was nobody’s fool— 
even when he was drunk! 

“Why did you do this to me, Harry? 
Haven't I been a good wife to you?” 

For a moment, there was a serious look 
in his eye, almost a tender, affectionate 
look, and I knew I had him—he would tell 
me the truth about the whole business. 

“Trudy, honey, you’ve been a swell wife. 
No man could ask for better... but... 
but I couldn’t help myself. I fell in with 
the wrong crowd . . . something you don’t 
know about... insurance crooks... 
marryin’ women and then insuring them 
nd after that... .” 

“And after that, Harry?” I prompted. 

“. . After that, they’d send a man 
iround to fix it so’s she’d have an acci- 
Then I'd collect the insurance and 


” 


aent. 
split it with them. ... 
But Harry Mason was beyond further 
conversation. He’d staggered to the sofa 
and collapsed on it in drunken sleep. I'd 
ever get another word out of him, I 
could see that. There was only one thing 
left to do—leave the apartment as fast as 
[ could—before Harry would awaken and 
force me to stay. Oh, how could Harry do 
this to me, after... after I'd given him 
. everything. 


PACKED my bag as fast as I could. 

My mind was made up. I was through 
with him for good. There was nothing to 
tie me together with him anymore. My 
marriage was illegal—a fake, I had been 
luped by a ring of marriage insurance 
racketeers who preyed on the emotions of 
love-starved women. I got a job on the 
other side of town, where I was a stranger 
to everyone. I couldn’t bear the shame of 
telling my friends what had happened. I 
was still angry and humiliated at what 
Harry had done and I began to believe 
1 the fickle ways of all men. I hated them 


70 


all, and I decided that no man would ever 
make a fool of me again! Instead, I would 
take everything they would give me—and 
give nothing in return! 

If I knew I was doing wrong, I brushed 
the thought from my mind. I had a date 
practically every night and with different 
men. Oh, I knew I wasn’t the best looking 
gal in town, but I spent a good deal of 
time in beauty shops getting facials, mud- 
packs and every other kind of beauty 
treatment. I was surprised at the results. 
I was no more the “plain Jane” of the 
past. I had blossomed out into a new 
woman—eager for male conquests! 

I was, in all truth, a devil-may-care 
divorcee, with but one idea in my mind— 
to make men pay for ruining my life! 

Oh, I was smart in one thing however, 
I never let them go too far. I wasn’t going 
to be burned a second time. My escorts 
took me to the most expensive night clubs 
and restaurants, and I made them spend 
and spend. 

I led them on, with every feminine wile 
at my command. I promised them every- 
thing—if they would only take me out, but 
when it came time to pay off, I always 
found a way out. It was easy. Experience, 
was my teacher, the best teacher I ever 
had. 

I was having the time of my life, ac- 
cepting everything—offering nothing, un- 
til one memorable night, a night I would 
not soon forget. I was coming home from 
a date, sitting beside him in his flashy 
convertible. My escort had been drinking 
heavily all evening and I knew he was in 
no condition to drive. But nothing I said 
would stop him from driving his car. All 
my protests were useless. 

“Honey, don’t be scared. I can handle 
her like she was my own little baby. 
What’s the matter—afraid to ride with 
me?” I did not want to make a scene. I’d 
had enough of him for one night. 

The car shot out into the main avenue 
at a high rate of speed. I could hear my 
escort breathing heavily and I knew that 
the liquor was beginning to work on him. 

“Take it easy,” I told him, “please don’t 
speed.” 

But his only answer was to step on the 
gas. We were turning into a side street 
and the screeching of the tires tore at my 
nerves in a frenzy of violence. 

A woman’s intuition is a very strange 
thing. There must be something to it, for 
in that moment, I had the feeling that 


something was about to happen. It did 
happen—a moment later. 
A man, wearing dark clothes, had 


stepped out between parked cars, into the 
street, intending to cross over. There 
wasn’t a ghost of a chance for my escort, 
under the influence of liquor, to stop the 
car. I heard the fearful impact of the 
man’s body against the side of the car, and 
the man’s painful shriek. 

The only sound, after that, was my 
escort stepping on the gas, driving away 
from the scene of the accident. 

“Stop the car! You've hit a man! He 


may be badly hurt!” I shouted at him, 
but his only answer was to speed faster, 
Nothing I said would make him turn back. 
He trembled like a frightened animal. 

A few minutes later we were at my 
apartment house. I got out of the car 
meaning to thank my escort, even though 
I'd had a terrible evening. I was also 
going to tell him to report the accident to 
the local police station, but my escort did 
not wait to hear what I had to say. He 
was off like a flash, with a screeching of 
brakes. 

But there was one thing I had the 
presence of mind to do. As the car sped 
away, I noticed the license number and 
jotted it down on an envelope that I had 
in my purse. Someday I would need it. 
I could not sleep that night. I kept think- 
ing of that poor man lying in the street, 
unattended, and probably dead by now; I 
thought of my wasted life, my nightly 
escapades, my shameless behavior—all be- 
cause a man had done me wrong, a man 
who I was beginning to forget. 

I lay in bed for hours that night, twist- 
ing and turning in sleeplessness, while my 
conscience burned with shame at the 
things I had done. I got out of bed. and 
lit a cigarette. Sleep was not for me that 
night. I smoked one cigarette after an- 
other, thinking, thinking, thinking. . . . 

In the morning I'd made my decision. It 
was Saturday. I did not have to report to 
work. Instead, I would go to the police 
and give them the license number of my 
escort’s car. It was the least I could do 
for the unfortunate man, and it would ease 
my troubled conscience. 

At the police station I was interrogated 
by a police lieutenant, and I signed a 
statement that everything I said was true. 
The lieutenant thanked me and mildly re- 
buked me for not reporting it sooner. 

In the afternoon, I went to a park not 
far from my apartment house. It was a 
wonderfully sunny day, and the flowers 
and trees were ablaze with color. I sat 
down on a bench, and watched while two 
chattering squirrels scampered along the 
grass. All nature was alive. I suddenly 
thought, “Why this world isn’t such a bad 
place after all.” 

I did not expect to see anyone I knew 
walking through the park, but I was sud- 
denly startled to hear my name called. 

“Trudy! Of all people! What are you 
doing—sitting there looking like you've got 
the world’s troubles on your shoulders!” 

It was Arlene Mills, who worked in the 
same office I did. 

“I just came here to think . . . about 
things. I always come here when I’ve got 
a problem, Arlene. Somehow, things seem 
to work out after I’ve been sitting here a 
while.” 

“Trudy, this is the funniest thing I ever 
heard of.” 

“What is, Arlene?” I asked her, mysti- 
fied at her words. 

“You won't believe it. You just won't 
believe it.” 

“Tell me, anyway,” I told her. 
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“Well . .. This is where I go too... 
to think things through.” 


“You mean, there’s someone . . . some- 
thing you want to forget?” 
“There was, but not any more. I made 


up my mind to forget about him. He 
made my life miserable, and nothing’s 
worth that. There are other men in this 
world of ours. Men whom I can respect. 
Trudy, will you go to Melodyland with 
me tonight. I hate to go alone. And who 
knows—maybe this time we'll both meet 
the right man. Please say you'll go with 
me?” 

I hadn’t a thing to lose—not after what 
I'd gone through the last few days. 

“T’'ll be glad to go with you, Arlene. 
We'll meet at your house, and then we 
can walk to the dance hall.” 

Arlene Mill’s words had borne fruit. 
That night I’d met Jason Palmer, the 
famous Jason Palmer, and we’d had a 
hamburger together, and he’d walked me 
home, his hand in mine, and before he 
said goodnight, he’d asked me for a date 
for the following Saturday night. 

Sunday afternoon I paid a visit to the 
hospital where the man who had been hit 
by my friend’s car, was brought to. I had 
gotten this information at the police sta- 
tion after I’d gone there to report the ac- 
cident. By some stroke of luck, the man 
had not been injured too severely, and he 
was well on the way to recovery. 

He was an elderly man, a widower, and 
it was obvious that he had little funds to 
pay the hospital bill. Sitting there, beside 
him, listening to his sad story, I felt that 
I was responsible for him being there. If 
I hadn’t gone “man crazy,” if I hadn’t 
lured them on, and made them spend 
money on me, if I hadn’t been riding in a 


speeding car with a drunken escort, if I 
hadn’t done all those crazy things, this 


poor man would not be lying there with 
a broken body. 

When I left that hospital room, I had 
promised him that all his hospital bills 
would be my responsibility, and mine 
alone. It was the least I could do to bring 
a tired smile to his face, and to ease my 
troubled conscience. 


[? WAS MONDAY NIGHT, after supper, 
that I had the shock of my life. I had 
just finished drying the dishes, when there 
was a knock on my door. I was certain 
it was Arlene, for she often paid me a 
visit the early part of the week, for a little 
gabfest. 
I walked over to the door and opened 
Standing there, big as life, was Harry 
Mason! I was startled at his appearance, 
here, in my own apartment. I tried to 
shut the door, but Harry had thrust his 
foot forward and prevented me from clos- 
ing it, 
Haven’t you 
Harry just 


“What do you want? 
caused me enough trouble?” 
Stood there, with a twisted smile on his 
face, 


“I didn’t come here to cause you any 
trouble, Trudy.” 

“Then, what do you want? 
did you find me, anyway?” 

“It was just a matter of luck. I saw you 
coming out of the building where you 
work, and followed you home. Matter of 
fact, I sat right in back of you on the 
bus all the way.” 

“Then you must have been waiting out- 
side my door all the time I was eating 
my supper.” 

“That’s right, Trudy, and I must admit 
you're just as good a cook now, as when 
. I mean, when we 
that roast sure 


And how 


you were my wife. . 
were together . . . anyway, 
smelled good.” 

“You’ve got no right to talk like that. 
I never was your wife, and you know it!” 

“Sure, sure, but that’s not the reason 
I came here tonight.” 

“What do you want, Harry?” I was 
getting madder by the minute. 

“T'll make you a proposition, Trudy. 
I’ve got to have some money. Just a hun- 
dred dollars. Then, [ll never bother you 
again. I promise.” 

I don’t have to give you a cent.” 

“No, you don’t. But what if I tell a guy 
named Jason Palmer about us? What’s 
he going to think of you then? Oh yes, 
I know all about you two. You see, I go 
to the Melodyland too.” I had always 
given Harry credit for being smart—and 
I hadn’t been wrong. Harry Mason always 
had an ace up his sleeve, when he needed 
it. 

“What do you know 
Jason Palmer?” 

*“Nothin’—only that he’s sweet on you, 
and that’s worth something, isn’t it?” 

“You're just trying to blackmail me, 
is that it?” 

“Call it what you like, Trudy, the fact 


about Jason... 


remains I need one hundred bucks, and 
I don’t care "bout anything else.” One 
thing was certain. If I paid him the 


amount he asked, I’d never get rid of 
him. He’d be after me, again and again, 
to pay him additional blackmail money. 
If I could only think of a way out. But 
try as I would, not a single plan pre- 
sented itself. All I could do was to stall 
for time. 

“T don’t have the money now. I spent 
what I had saved up on a spring ward- 
robe. But I’ve got a girl friend named 
Arlene Mills—maybe I can borrow it 
from her. But I won’t see her until I 
get to the office tomorrow morning. You'll 
have to wait till tomorrow night. I'll try 
to have it for you then.” 

I could see Harry’s eyes narrow in sus- 
picion, and his lips twitch in disappoint- 
I crossed my fingers and waited. 
here in your 
this 


ment. 

“You sure you'll have it, 
apartment, tomorrow night bout 
time?” 

“Yes, Harry, I’m almost sure of it.” I 
told him, breathing easier. 

“Okay, Trudy. I’ve got your word for 
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“And you won’t bother me anymore, 
Harry?” I asked. 

“Maybe I will—an’ maybe I won’t. All 
depends on what the horses will do at the 
track. Well, so long, Honey, see you to- 
morrow night.” Harry Mason was gone 
almost as quickly as he’d come, and all 
that remained in the room was the stench 
of his cigar. 

I went to the window to open it and 
let in some fresh air, and as I looked down 
into the street, I saw Harry standing 
below, writing the address of the apart- 
ment house in his little notebook. Harry 
Mason was a smart one, all right, he 
wasn’t leaving anything to chance. 

Feeling in the need of some relaxation, 
| turned on the radio for some music. A 
dance band blared out its melodic notes. 
In that moment, I knew what I must do. 
| would go to the dance hall tonight. 

The Melodyland was closed tonight, but 
the band was rehearsing their dance num- 
bers, and Jason would be there. I had 
made up my mind, that if I was going 
to accept Jason’s friendship, the least I 
could do was to tell him everything. That 
would be the honorable thing to do, I 
thought. If he threw me aside, like an 
old shoe, I could not honestly blame him. 
But somehow, I had the feeling that 
Jason Palmer was a kind, understanding, 
forgivable man. 

I dressed slowly, perhaps with more 
care than I had ever done before. I wore 
my snappiest sweater, the one that favored 
my figure the most, and I touched my ear- 
lobes with exotic perfume. I put up my 
hair, hoping I looked as sophisticated as 
| could, and I was ready for Jason Palmer. 

| walked into the rehearsal hall of the 
Melodyland just as the rehearsal was 
breaking up. When Jason Palmer saw me, 
he hurried over, carrying his trumpet in 
his hand. 

“Hello, Trudy. Didn’t expect to see you 
tonight, but I’m glad you dropped by. 
Our gang’s going to a party, over at the 
drummer’s house, and I’d like you to 
come along—with me, of course. Okay?” 

“I'd love to go, Jason.” I told him, 
ext itedly. 

But there was a _ seriousness about 
Jason I could not understand, and not 
until he spoke again, did I know the 
reason, 

“Trudy, I don’t mean to hurt you or 
embarrass you, but I’d consider it a 
favor to me if you’d put down your hair, 
and take some of that make-up off your 
and get rid of that ... that per- 
fume. There’s a woman’s rest room in 
the back of this hall. You can go in 
there to do the job. You see, Trudy, I 
want my friends to know you as you 
really are—the girl I used to know in 


” 


face, 


S( hool. ee 

I lowered my head in shame. Jason 
was right. There was no reason, no reason 
at all, for dressing the way I did. I turned 
and walked to the back of the rehearsal 
hall, my shoulders hunched, my _ face 
flushed, and my ears burning. I did a 


) 


good job on my face and hair, and did 
what I could to get rid of some of the 
perfume. 

When Jason saw me, there was a pleased 
expression on his face. He had his coat 
on, and his prized trumpet in its case. 
Five minutes later, I was sitting in his 
sleek, cream-colored convertible, and we 
were on our way to the party. 

Jason drove carefully, and as he drove, 
I was conscious of his eyes on me, when- 
ever we came to a stop light. At last 
he spoke. 

“There’s something troubling you, isn’t 
there, Trudy. You didn’t come to the 
dance hall just to see me. Am I right?” 

“Yes, Jason, but I don’t want to spoil 
our evening with my troubles. It can 
wait for some other time.” 

“There’s no time like the present. I 
don’t believe in letting things ride. What’s 
the trouble, Trudy?” 

“Td rather not talk about it.” 
him, softly. 

“But I want you to, Trudy. What’s 
a friend for, if you can’t tell him your 
troubles, so’s he can help, if he can.” 

“Well... it’s a long story. But the 
fact is . . . I’m being blackmailed by my 
former husband .. . only he never was 
my husband, really. I... I was tricked 
into the marriage illegally. Some insur- 
ance racket I guess. I was too young to 
know any better, and now... .” 

“And now?” asked Jason, his anger 
showing in his voice. 

“He wants money from me, so he can 
bet it on the horses.” 

“Have you given him any, yet?” 

“No, Jason. Tomorrow night, he’s com- 
ing over to my apartment for the money. 
One hundred dollars.” 

“Just one hundred dollars? That doesn’t 
seem like much blackmail money. It’s a 
good sign that he’s going to be after you 
to pay more and more.” 

“What should I do, Jason? That’s the 
reason I came to see you tonight. I was 
at my wit’s end. I didn’t know which way 


I told 


to turn—and ...and the first one I 
thought of . .. was you.” 
“T'm glad you did. Trudy. There’s 


only one way to stop blackmailers, and 
that’s to nip it in the bud right at the 
start.” 

“Then, you’ve got an idea, Jason?” 

“Yes, I just thought of it. If you don’t 
mind, I’d like to be there, tomorrow night, 
when that fellow shows up for his money. 
I'll be hiding in your room, and when he 
shows his face, Ill pop out and work him 
over a little.” 

“No, I don’t want you to fight him, 
Jason. Someone may get hurt.” 

“You mean that I may get hurt—is that 
it, Trudy?” asked Jason. 

“Yes,” I told him, unashamedly. 

“Thanks, Trudy. That’s the nicest thing 
anyone ever said to me.” 

There was a sudden silence, and I knew 
that, had he not been driving he would 
have taken me in his arms, then and 
there. 


“You don’t know how you've relieved 
my mind. Now, I know that I'll have a 
good time at the party.” I told him. 

A few minutes later, we reached our 
destination. The party was in full swing 
when we arrived. Jason was greeted 
warmly when we entered the house, and 
the first thing he did was to introduce me 
to every one there. I had a wonderful time 
at the party, and when it was time to 
leave, Jason came over to me and whis. 
pered in my ear. 

“They all think you’re swell, Trudy. 
Matter of fact, they wanted me to tell you 
to keep that fresh, wholesome look. Com. 
ing from this hardboiled crowd, Trudy, 
that’s a big compliment. Now are you 
sorry I made you take that make-up off?” 

“No, Jason. I’m glad you did. I’ve been 
a fool, trying to be someone I’m not, and 
I owe it all to you, for showing me that 
there’s another side to life.” 

“Does that side of life 
Trudy?” 

Jason’s eyes were burning into mine, 
waiting for an answer, but I had no 
answer to give him. My thoughts were 
in a mad whirl of indecision. 

“T’d rather not talk about us .. . yet.” 

“Because of your past—what happened 

. with Harry?” 

“That, and other things.” 

“T suppose you mean—that man in the 
hospital, whose bills you’re paying.” 

I was silent. I should never have told 
him about that poor man. That part of 
my life I wanted to keep to myself. 

“You really don’t have to pay his hos. 
pital bills, you know.” 

I turned around so that I faced Jason; 
my irritation was plain. 

“You think,” I said hotly, “that to es- 
cape from the annoyance of knowing that 
there is someone in trouble, I am trying 
to deceive myself with the idea that I am 
helping to put an end to it.” 

“Tt’s not what I meant,” he replied. 

“Perhaps,” I told him, cooling down a 
bit. “It’s getting late. I think we ought 
to go, don’t you?” 

Jason didn’t say another word. He just 
smiled, and left to get my coat. But that 
was not the end of Jason’s questioning. In 
his car, riding home, Jason asked, 

“T want to share in all your problems. 
That’s not too much to ask from someone 
who loves you, is it?” 

His words had the effect of a bomb- 
shell. I didn’t know Jason felt that way 
about me. I kept looking at the floor of 
the car, not making a sound, waiting for 
his next words. They were not long in 
coming. 

“If you weren’t so selfish, you’d let me 
help.” 

“T can’t. I can’t,” I replied. “You say 
I’m selfish. Aren’t you selfish, too? You 
say that you love me. Is it not selfish to 
refuse to let me do a thing that may mean 
much to another, just because of the feat 
that it’s not my responsibility? Is it not 
one’s duty, out of common decency, t 
risk any personal inconvenience for my 
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car, but somewhere else, and in that mo- 
ment, sanity, like a guardian angel, made 
my cheeks flush scarlet with shame. 

“You’re all woman—all woman,” 
moaned Jason, softly, over and over again, 
and I had not the heart to escape from 
his embrace. I was not a vain woman, 
but I felt a certain pride in Jason’s near- 
ness. I felt like a woman again, vital, alive, 
vibrant, and wanted... . 


if. ENTLY, I released myself from his 

arms. Jason faced me. On it was a 
look of tender defeat, of resignation, a 
subdued, beaten look—the look of a man 
hungry for love, and I, I had put it there. 
Love. Love, was the greatest weapon a 
woman had. I knew that now. 

Jason’s eyes were fixed on my face, and 
suddenly the corners of his mouth turned 
up into a smile. 

“You win, Trudy. But you knew you’d 
win, didn’t you?” I just smiled back at 
him, with what I hoped was a mysterious 
smile. 

“Then, you'll let me do what I want to?” 
I asked. 

“Yes, yes, I guess so, if that’s what you 
want.” 

A few minutes later, in front of my 
apartment house, I was saying goodbye 
to Jason, and he’d promised to be in 
my apartment the next night for my ren- 
dezvous with Harry Mason. 

I went to bed that night feeling light- 
hearted and almost gay, for my fear of 
Harry Mason had left me, and in its place, 
was the tender, heart-strong feeling of a 
woman who loved a man. 

The next day, at the office, I worked 
like an automaton. My mind was on just 
one thing—would everything work out all 
right with Harry Mason? Would Jason, 
at the last minute, forget his plan, and 
start a fight with Harry? Would Harry 
fail to appear? All these thoughts plagued 
my mind, all through the day. It was six 
o’clock when I reached my apartment, and 
prepared a hasty supper. When I was 
clearing the table, there was a soft knock 
on the door and I knew that it was Jason. 

I opened the door quickly, and the sight 
of Jason gave a lift to my sagging hopes. 
rhere was a serious look on his face, and 
I knew that this was no mere children’s 
game we were about to play. 

“I’m going to hide behind that screen, 
Trudy,” he said, pointing to a floral screen. 
“He'll never suspect that there’s anyone 
hiding behind it. The moment he comes 
in and demands the money, I'll pop out 
and face him. Then the fun will begin.” 

“Fun?” I asked, not understanding. 

“Well, Trudy, I didn’t tell you this be- 
fore, but I’ve notified the police, and 
they’re in on this trick of ours. The way 
I see it—when Mason sees me here, he’ll 
be too scared to fight. He’ll make a bee- 
line for the door to make a get-away, and 
downstairs will be a couple of policemen 
waiting for him.” 

“Thanks, Jason, 
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for... for every- 





thing,” I told him, my heart overflowing 
with gratitude. 

“Think nothing of it. Now, let’s be 
quiet. He’ll be here any minute now.” 

I sat at the mirror and pretended to 
brush my hair, and although I hummed a 
little tune, to steady my nerves, my heart 
was beating as though it would burst. I 
said a little prayer that nothing would go 
wrong. Suddenly, I heard footsteps on the 
stairs outside, and I knew that Jason heard 
them too; I heard his quickened breathing. 

There were two knocks on the door, in 
quick succession, and I rose from my seat 
and walked to the door and opened it. 
Harry was standing there, smiling broadly, 
as his little, beady eyes roamed through- 
out the room. If he noticed anything dif- 
ferent about the room, he did not show it, 
and I waited expectantly, for him to say 
something. But Harry Mason did not 
choose to say anything about the money. 
He came closer to me, and it was then that 
I detected the odor of liquor on his 
breath, and the look of lust in his eyes. 
Without a word, he threw his arms around 
me, crushing me against his body, his 
hands brutally tearing into my skin. I 
heard his voice, rough, angry, demand- 
ing raggedly, “Why not come back to me, 
Trudy, and we can start our business all 





over again. I’ve got a new list of suckers, 
and you’re just the one that can pull ’em 
in. What do you say?” 

But Harry Mason never had the chance 
to finish his proposition. Jason was on top 
of him, pushing him away from me, and 
punishing him with rights and lefts, 
Harry fought back, but it was obvious he 
was in no condition to fight. I saw Harry 
stagger back, against the door, and in a 
desperate, last minute attempt, reached 
for the doorknob, threw open the door 
and vanished down the steps... and 
into the waiting arms of two policemen. 

It was all over, and I was glad about 
the whole thing. Oh, I had to go down to 
the police station to prefer charges against 
Harry, but Jason went along with me, and 
that helped a lot. No more need I worry 
about a man named Harry Mason coming 
around to blackmail me, he’d spend the 
next few years in a nice, cool cell. 

I have wanted to tell this story for a 
long, long time, to prove that a woman’s 
painful past can be forgotten, when she 
finally finds the right man. Right this 
minute, Jason and I are about to enter the 
chambers of the justice of the peace. 
Jason’s nearness is like a fortress, shutting 
out the past and promising a future of 
happiness. THE END 





Our Marriage Was A Mismatch 
(Continued from Page 15) 


was shattered with a suddenness that de- 
stroyed all memory of anything wonderful 
and beautiful in our lives. My picture was 
shattered the night Tommy was killed—by 
me. 

As I look back on it now, remembering 
how it all was, I guess I must say that 
Tommy was only an ordinary sort of guy, 
not especially good, not especially bad. 
The truth is, for a short time I knew com- 
plete happiness with him. 

But today that happiness I knew with 
Tommy is overshadowed, covered up, by a 
nightmare I live over and over whenever 
I’m alone and it’s cold and there is dark- 
ness around me. How else can it be? 


MET Tommy in a funny sort of way—at 

least, I got to know him in a funny sort 
of way. We were schoolmates, but un- 
known to each other, at high school in 
Houston. I had seen Tommy around the 
school, but I had never spoken to him; he 
wasn’t in my class; nor did he associate 
with any of my friends. Tommy was tall, 
a player, but not a star, on the school 
basketball team, a member of the school 
band, a cheerleader during football season. 
I didn’t know much about his folks, but 
since he was one of the few kids who drove 
to school (in a yellow Ford equipped with 
a lot of hot-rod gadgets) I just figured that 
they had to be doing better than average 
for parents. 

One day, in spring, I was watering the 
lawn in front of our house. Tommy hap- 
pened down the street, saw me, circled the 


block, drove up and stopped. Casually, he 
said hello and asked me how things were 
going. His eyes wandered around the house 
and the lawn. He said the lawn was pretty 
and that he didn’t know I lived there. I 
asked where he lived and he said “across 
town,” without mentioning exactly where 
that was. All this time, neither of us knew 
each other’s name—we only knew from 
memory of faces that we went to the same 
schoel. Eventually Tommy asked my name. 
I told him, and he told me his. 

For a while, he just sat, watching me 
watering the lawn, talking about school 
and little things of interest around town. 
Then he asked whether or not my folks let 
me go out on dates. I said it all depended 
on who the boy was. He said: “Me, for 
instance?” 

I was.a bit surprised, yet I was happy, 
too. I didn’t have a steady boy friend. And 
the prospect of going out with a boy who 
owned a car thrilled me more than | 
wanted to admit. Yet, I said: “I hardly 
know you, Tommy; besides, I'll have to 
ask Mom—” 

(I was 17 years old then.) 

“Tell you what, Nell,” Tommy said to 
me. “You check with your mother and let 
me know at school. Will you do that?” 

I promised that J would. 

That’s how it ali started. The next week 
end Tommy and I saw a movie together, 
then stopped by a little hamburger and ice 
cream place later. After Tommy had treat- 
ed me, he drove me home. This had been 
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a pleasant night; I had enjoyed Tommy’s 
company and he had seemed to enjoy mine. 
Both of us were in favor of repeating the 
date. 

One date led to another, and then to our 
keeping “steady company.” We were sweet- 
hearts for the rest of high school and for 
two years afterward, while Tommy worked 
in a downtown department store and I went 
to business school. In all this time, Tommy 
was the near-perfect man. If he had a 
weakness, it was his tendency to drink a 
bit too much occasionally—but since he 
was never abusive nor vulgar, this didn’t 
worry me. It would have killed Tommy 
with my zealously-religious parents, had 
they known, but I reasoned that there was 
no perfect man and that I was lucky to 
have one who loved me deeply, who was 
gentle and kind and true. 

In the spring of 1950, we got married. 
I—Nell Hardin—became Mrs. Thomas 
(Tommy) Thompson in a quiet little 
church wedding. We went to live in a small 
apartment and | found a job in an insur- 
ance company office. Six months after we 
had married, Tommy and I discussed his 
idea of us moving to Los Angeles where, 
Tommy said, opportunities and living con- 
ditions were better. I had never been away 
from Houston for any appreciable length 
of time and at first I was reluctant to give 
up the familiar surroundings, nearness to 
my people, and friends. But Tommy 
repeated the idea so much, and talked so 
strongly for it, that finally I consented. 
It meant that we would take our little 
savings out of the bank, the house fund 
we had begun, and sort of gamble it on 
a better life. 

I think what finally sold me on the idea 
was Tommy’s telling me: 

“Nell, we must think of our children, too. 
Everything will be better for them in 
California.” 

I wanted children—and I knew that I’d 
want the best for them, the best of every- 
thing we could give them. I agreed to go. 


OR more than three years, our life in 

Los Angeles was happy. With the help of 
aman Tommy knew, we found a nice little 
house to rent in South L. A. Tommy found 
work in an aircraft plant, and I worked as 
a grocery store clerk—until shortly before 
our first child, Tommy, Jr., was born. After 
that, Tommy found odd jobs to supplement 
his income. In what seemed like no more 
than a little while, a little girl was born, 
and we named her Nell, after me. We 
chuckled proudly over the fact that we had 
two “juniors” in the house. Tommy de- 
lighted in his role as a father and he 
knuckled down harder, working at the air- 
craft plant, in any off-hour job he could get 
that brought in a little money. I tried to 
caution him to “take it easy,” get a little 
fun for himself, but Tommy was dead-set 
now on “getting ahead,” on saving up 
money so that we could buy a place of our 
own, a new car, a few luxuries. 

“After all, Nell,” he would protest, 
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“you're the grandest wife a guy ever had. 
I owe you a lot...” 

Those days, we were in love, happy. 
proud of ourselves. We had what seemed 
to be a perfect marriage—filled with un- 
derstanding, respect, common interests. a 
sense of sharing in each other and with 
each other. We were compatible, physically 
and mentally. We enjoyed all the fruits of 
love—and there were many—as well as the 
less thrilling, but satisfying, responsibili- 
ties of being parents. 

Ours was a long succession of sunny 
days, days with no clouds, nights with no 
rain. 

Then ... one Saturday night . . . Tommy 
didn’t come home. He had called around 
nightfall to say that he would be working 
later than usual. Since he worked almost 
every spare moment he had, I was not 
alarmed by this. But when midnight came 
and passed and still no Tommy, I began to 
worry a little. I tried to sleep, but our bed 
without Tommy there beside me felt empty 
and cold. I just couldn’t bring myself to 
sleep. Ever so often I’d switch on the light 
on the small table beside our bed to see 
what time it was. One o’clock. Two o'clock. 
Three o’clock. No Tommy. I was really 
upset now. This wasn’t like Tommy at all. 
I began to wonder if he had been in an 
accident, maybe an auto accident . . 

At 10 minutes to four, Tommy came 
home—reeling drunk! 

I knew he was drunk even before he 
came into the bedroom. His footfalls on 
the walkway, leading from the sidewalk 
where he had parked the car, were uneven. 
The scratching sound he made on the door 
as he tried to get the key into the keyhole 
was like that you hear when a dog is inside 
and wants out. When, finally, he had the 
door open, he shoved it too far, banging it 
loudly against a chair. He slammed it so 
hard little Nell began to cry. And as I got 
out of bed, I heard him bump into the 
cocktail table in the living room and curse. 
I knew then, for sure, that Tommy was 
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drunk. 

I hurried into our other bedroom to quiet 
little Nell. Fortunately, she had only been 
awakened for a moment. A few quiet words 
and gentle strokes put her back to sleep. 

When I returned to our bedroom, there 
was Tommy, drunkenly trying to undress. 
a wobbly, disheveled sight. I had never 
seen him this way. And involuntarily I 
said, “Oh, Tommy... ” 

“What you doing up?” he asked in a 
voice heavy with liquor. 

“T couldn’t sleep after you didn’t come 
home—besides you woke up Nell, banging 
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the door... 

“I didn’t bang any door,” he said. “Who 
told you I banged the door?” 

“T heard you—” 

“J didn’t bang ao door!” Tommy said, 
loudly. “Ill betcha, I didn’t bang no door. 
Wanna bet?” 

This was a new Tommy to me. I didn't 
know how to handle him. This was the 
same man—tall, lean, slender face with 
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good features—that I had lived with for 
years, the man who was the father of my 
children, but now he was somebody I didn’t 
know. He was loud and rude, belligerent 
and silly. All because of liquor. 

Yet was his being drunk such a crime? 
That question entered my mind as I tried to 
figure out how I should act, what I should 
do. I began to tell myself that, maybe, 
Tommy had a right to stay out and get 
drunk one night in three years—that, after 
all, he had kept his nose to the grindstone 
for a long, long time. That I had no right 
to be shocked; that I should make no fuss 
about this; that in the morning, after he 
had slept off his drunkenness, Tommy 
would be the same sweet man he had 
always been 

I sold myself on that and slowly got into 
bed. I didn’t say anything more, and Tom- 
my didn’t say anything more. He fumbled 
at his clothes and finally got himself un- 
dressed. Then, not bothering to get his 
pajamas, he fell into bed with a jolt and 
promptly dived into a deep, snoring sleep. 
It was almost daylight when I finally closed 
my eyes... 

The day, of course, was Sunday. I 
struggled out of bed early, leaving Tommy 
in his deep, drunken sleep, and busied my- 
self around the house. I felt down in the 
dumps and disgusted. I decided that, may- 
be, going to church would help; so I hur- 
riedly dressed myself and the little children 
and left the house. Tommy had not yet 
aroused himself. 

Church was disappointing. Never had 
choir music sounded so dull nor a min- 
ister’s sermon so long and pointless as on 
that Sunday morning. To make things 
worse, little Nell decided to cut-up through- 
out the service. I was relieved when service 
ended, although I did not know what would 
greet me at home. 

A sad and sorry Tommy did. Looking 
like he had just come out of a serious ill- 
ness, he greeted me at the front door, fol- 
lowed me as I took the children to their 
room, then followed me into our bedroom. 

“Nell.” he began earnestly, standing 
close as I changed clothes. “I made a fool 
out of myself—a complete ass out of my- 
self—last night. I’m sorry.” 

“You shouldn’t get that drunk again, 
Tommy,” I said. 

“I know it,” he admitted. “It’s been a 
long time, too . . . I’ve been a pretty good 
boy... but last night, after work, I felt in 
such bad sorts that when one of the fellows 
invited me into a bar for a drink, I went 
with him. One drink led to another—until 
I had gotten stinking drunk and, besides, 
had blown over $25—” 

“Oh, Tommy. Tommy, I—I.” I didn’t 
really know what to say. He had apolo- 
gized. There was nothing for me to gain by 
being angry with him. And, as he had said, 
it had been a long time. “Tommy, maybe 
you shouldn’t work so hard—” 

“I won’t be doing it all the time,” he 
said. “But you don’t have to worry. I’m not 
getting drunk any time soon. I promise—” 


| *M SURE TOMMY meant to keep that 

promise. But it lasted only two weeks. 
Another Saturday night and Tommy was 
drunk again. The next day, he was repent- 
ant, and again I forgave him. He promised 
that he would start going to church with 
me and the children. He said he would quit 
working so hard. He did that—he stopped 
working extra jobs and began spending his 
nights away from the house. 

Little by little, our marriage crumbled. 
Tommy was away from home more than 
he was with me. I tried everything I knew 
to reach him, bring him back, again—but 
nothing worked. When I mentioned to him 
how he was hurting me, he became angry 
and told me to stop nagging him. When I 
cried, there was no sympathy in him; he 
would stomp out of the house, saying: 
“One thing I never could stand was a 
bawling woman.” 

As months passed, our marriage deterio- 
rated to the point where we were little 
more than husband and wife in name. Sel- 
dom was there a tender word. a kiss. an 
intimacy. Tommy started buying whiskey 
at the liquor store and bringing it home. 
Some evenings, he just sat in the living 
room, drinking and listening to records, 
hardly saying a word to me. Sometimes he 
would get a ’phone call and he’d spend a 
half hour talking, the drink still in his 
hand. The first few times he received calls, 
Tommy pretended that he was talking to a 
friend from his job. There was nothing but 
items of small-talk, little jokes, things 
about “back in Texas.” But I soon learned 
that Tommy really was talking to another 
woman. 


I nearly died when I realized just how 
far gone our marriage was, just how com- 
mon and low-down Tommy had become. I 
tried to review all of our life together. I 
tried to find out if I had failed him—if at 
any place he had asked something of me 
and I had refused. I tried to figure out in 
what way, in what little way, I had helped 
drive Tommy to drink and into the arms 
of another woman. (I was sure now that 
Tommy was seeing her when he was away 
from home, that she probably was the real 
reason why he had quit his odd jobs.) I 
wondered if I had become unattractive to 
Tommy; uninteresting—yet we had been 
happy enough before his first big drunk. 
Even when he was coming in from work 
after I'd gone to bed, I had always kept 
myself fresh; I had always laid in bed an- 
ticipating his coming and the ecstasy of his 
being close to me. Where had I failed? 

I didn’t know. And I didn’t know what 
to do. I just drifted along in the unhappy 
situation—taking it, smarting in it, becom- 
ing—finally—irritated and angry. I began 
to lose my temper. Tommy and I argued. 
We screamed at each other. We low-rated 
each other. Together we sank into the mire 
of loud talk and criticisms and accusations 
—things we should have known weren’t in- 
telligent. Things I never thought we'd be 
guilty of when we were married back home 
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in Texas. It seems ironic, now, remember- 
ing that all the while, I was pregnant with 
our third child. 


We really “got into it” one Wednesday 
night after Tommy came home from work 
with a batch of records under his arms. 
I was sitting in the bedroom, cutting some 
material for a girl’s dress when Tommy 
came in. The “house money” had run out. 
I mentioned this to Tommy, and he said he 
would see what he could do but gave me 
nothing. 

“Don’t you think, Tommy,” I asked, 
“that you could give me at least as much 
for food as you’ve spent on records?” 

This angered him. 

“Stop nagging me, will you, Nell?” he 
said. “Ill see what I can do—and that’s it. 
Why bring up the records?” 

“Because,” I said, “we’ve got to work 
things out better. You’re not giving me 
enough for proper food for the children. 
I’m pregnant and I need a special diet and 
money for examinations. You’ve got money 
for records and whiskey and other 
women—” 

Before I could finish, Tommy slapped 
me hard across the face, knocking me 
backward on the bed where I was sitting. 
Stunned, surprised, shamed, I began to 
ery, and that infuriated Tommy. “Cut out 
the racket, will you?” he shouted at me. 

\nger mounted in me. “You can’t treat 
me like a dog and get away with it!” I said. 
“I'm going to pay you back one of these 
days for all the heartaches and misery 
you've brought me—” 

lommy was silent, but as he stood there, 
eyeing me coldly, it was clear that he was 
through with me as a wife. I went on: 

“You're just a no-good brute. You ought 
to be locked up!” 

“I'm telling you for the last time, Nell. 
Quit nagging me! Quit nagging me—or 
you'll be sorry!” 

“T'll be sorry?” I sneered. “I am sorry— 
sorry I ever saw you. I’ve been sorry for 
a long time—” 

“Well, why don’t you cut out then?” he 
asked. 

“T will,” I snapped, “when I get good 
and ready—and when I’ve got you fixed, 

life.” 

‘Yeah. How’re you gonna fix me?” 

That was a question. Really—how was 
I going to fix him? In my anger, I was 
saying mean things to him, striking back 
at him, giving vent to all the pent-up misery 

my heart. But Tommy must have known 
that I had been a weak woman to put up 
with his philandering all this time. He 
knew that I was naive. A fool. What did 

y little threats mean to him when he had 


been getting away with murder for so long. 
Nothing! 

Yet, | told him: “A woman gets protec- 
tion in this state. When I get through with 


you'll support all three of our children 
the two we have and the one we’re going 
You won’t have a nickel left for 
yvomen, whiskey or records when I get 


nave, 








through telling a judge about you. You 
think you’re smart—I'll show you who’s the 
smart one—” 

Tommy said he’d be damned if any judge 
could make him support anybody—if he 
didn’t want to do it. He made a silly state- 
ment; he said he wasn’t a “citizen of Cali- 
fornia,” that he didn’t have to live there. 
That he could leave right now and nobody 
could do a thing to him. I said he was 
wrong. Then he became cruel. He began 
spitting invectives at me. He called me 
dirty names. Said I was no good in bed. 
He said he was tired of having a wife and 
children. He said he was leaving and that 
for all he cared, I could go to hell. 

Tommy started for the door, as if to 
leave. I got up hastily, a bit hysterical now 
and asked, “Where do you think you’re 
going?” 

“Out,” he said over his shoulder. “Out— 
to have some fun. To get away from you.” 

“No!” I shouted. Then hardly knowing 
what I was doing, I rushed up to him, 
quickly reached for his left hip pocket, and 
snatched his wallet. It all happened so 
fast, Tommy didn’t have time to stop me. 

I flipped open the wallet, while he stood 
transfixed, counted his money—$35. 

“Give me that!” he demanded. 

“I’m keeping it for food,” I said. 

“You better give me my money,” he said. 

“Tt’s just as much mine as it is yours,” 
I said. “I’m keeping it. All.” 

Cruel anger grew in Tommy’s eyes. His 
face became tense, almost murderous. He 
rushed me for the wallet, but I eluded him, 
backing away toward the bed. The backs 
of my knees struck the edge of the bed and 
I sat down, abruptly, but held onto the 
wallet. Tommy came at me, down on the 
bed beside me, grabbing for the wallet. We 
wrestled and tussled—but I held on. Tom- 
my started punching me, hard, and a blow 
to my stomach sent short, severe pains 
through my body. I lay there on the bed, 
trying to regain my strength, panic-strick- 
en. After a while I noticed that Tommy 
was standing again, that he had the wallet 
and was stuffing the money back into it. 

In a daze, I got up from the bed and 
staggered to the clothes closet. I didn’t 
really know what I was doing—I just knew 
I had to get out of that house or be killed. 
I had to get help. 

I had started to reach for my coat when 
Tommy came toward me slowly, hemming 
me into the closet. All I could think of 
was that he was going to kill me now. The 
thought flashed through my mind that he 
would strangle me and hide my body in 
the closet. I looked down at his hands, and 
they were gripped tightly, like cruel hooks. 

I tried to dash by Tommy, but he caught 
one of my arms. I kept on pulling, hard as 
I could, and I managed to struggle back to 
the bed. We fell across the bed. Tommy 
was roughing me up, slapping me, calling 
me vile names. I tried to fight back. I pum- 
melled his chest with feeble blows that 
didn’t seem to make any difference at all. 

I knew I couldn’t win. My strength was 
waning. This—I knew—was the end. 











Tommy had me spreadeagled on the bed 
now, like a wrestler, and his hands, it 
seemed to me, were grabbing for my neck. 
I turned my head frantically from side to 
side, tried to slip out of his deadly grip. 
I couldn’t budge him; he was too strong 
for me. 

Then my hand my right hand—fell on 
the scissors that I had been working with. 
They had been on the bed all the time we 
had been tussling. The touch of cold steel 
suggested something that was wild and 
frightening. Slowly my fingers tightened 
around the handle of the scissors. I didn’t 
really know what I was doing, yet I knew. 
I knew what I had to do. It was now kill 
or get killed. In one final effort to escape 
death at the hands of my husband, I struck 
out, the scissors aimed for his chest . . . 


ROM THAT POINT until I found my- 

self staggering down our street, crying 
hysterically, my memory is hazy. When | 
“came to,” I heard someone calling my 
name. My heart was pounding rapidly and 
heavily, and my neighbors’ houses seemed 
to be whirling by as I headed aimlessly up 
the street. 

I felt a strong hand grip my arm, heard 
a man’s voice say, “You should go back 
home, Mrs. Thompson,” and felt myself 
being turned around and led gently in the 
opposite direction. As we turned into the 
walkway leading to the front door of our 
house, the door opened with a rush and 
Tommy stumbled out. 

“Call a doctor!” he pleaded weakly. “I’m 
bleeding to death!” 

He collapsed on the lawn. And filled 
with terror, shaking nervously, like a leaf 
in a strong wind, I rushed up to him, 
cradled his head in my arms. I wanted to 
say something that he would understand. 
I wanted to beg his forgiveness for the 
thing I had done. I wanted to pray to God 
to save my husband. But I didn’t. I couldn't. 
I had lost the will. It wouldn’t have made 
any difference. 

Tommy was dead. And I had killed him. 

As that thought came home to me, again 
I backed into a world of half-coma, half. 
awakeness. It was like a nightmare, in 
which I could hear a voice accusing me of 
murdering my husband. I wanted to shout 
and deny it. I wanted to say that I hadn't 
meant to kill him, that I loved him. I'd 
have the words almost out of my mouth 
and, then, I'd come to for a moment ... 

When I finally regained my senses for 
good, I was sitting on the living room sofa, 
a doctor was working over me, and the 
house seemed to be filled with police off 
cers and other people. After a while, a 
police officer came over and asked how | 
felt. I didn’t answer. He asked if I had 
anyone who could keep the children. I said 
I thought a neighbor who lived next door 
might do it. This policeman sent an officer 
to fetch the neighbor. I said nothing while 
the officer made arrangements with het. 
Then he said we were going to the police 
station... 
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I was booked on suspicion of murder 
and jailed for the night. It was a night 
[thought would never end. But it did, and 
with it came help. 

First, my neighbors got a lawyer for me. 
And my lawyer bailed me out of jail. Then 
he arranged to have the preliminary hear- 
ing held quietly, with as little fanfare as 
possible. 

I told my story to a white-haired, sym- 
pathetic judge. It pained me to tell it, but 
with the help of my lawyer, I somehow 
finished the sad recital and, breathlessly, 
began to await my fate. 

During the course of the hearing, I heard 
an autopsy surgeon testify that there had 
been a small abrasion in the skin of Tom- 
my’s right shoulder and a laceration just 
below the nipple line of his left side. The 
wound penetrated to the lining of the 
heart, and through the right ventricle of 
the heart. Examination of Tommy’s blood 
had revealed 11 per cent alcohol. 

My lawyer made an eloquent plea for 
me. Once or twice I became upset as I 
heard him low-rate Tommy, but I was too 
frightened to resent his words. My lawyer 
pleaded self-defense. It was on his suc- 
cessful plea that I was freed. My lawyer 
took me home to my children. A few neigh- 
bors were there to greet me and express 
their condolences. They tried to make 
things please, to erase the dreadful mem- 
ory of what had happened. But this was a 
cloudy day—and there were many more 
days like it up ahead. These were days 
during which I became increasingly un- 
comfortable with my third pregnancy. How 
could I have known that before little Joel 
was born, his father would be dead, killed 
by me? 


But that is what happened—and that is 
my story, a sad one indeed. It is a story 
filled with disappointment, disillusionment, 
worry and tragedy. It is the story of a 
girl who perhaps was too young to take 
on the responsibilities of marriage and 
parenthood and of a man who grew tired 
of doing his duty, who became blinded by 
the glitter of glamour-life. 

I don’t think that I was a girl alone, and 
I am hoping that someone can profit from 
my mistake in marriage. My advice is: 
know your man better than I did mine. Be 
prepared to be a good wife and mother. 
But, give yourself plenty of time to find out 
if your boy friend is the right man for you 
before you set sail on the sea of matrimony. 

When you are sure, give marriage a fair 
trial. I’m sure marriage can be a beautiful 
experience—although mine ended in a 


night of terror. THE END 
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I Thought Love 
Could Wait 


(Continued from Page 40) 


remarkable, almost as remarkable as you! 
And what about that cocktail we were go- 
ing to have together?” 

“Soon,” I promised 
vagueness. “Very soon—” 

With Prof. Janek under orders to do as 
I requested, and Jack reconciled to going 
along with my plan, I concentrated on 
other details. Things progressed beautiful- 
ly and my carefully-written publicity re- 
leases built up tremendous interest. My 
various contacts paid off as the concert 
idea caught on and snowballed into what 
promised to be the biggest thing to hit 
New York music circles in many a year. 

But there’s many a slip—as the old folks 
say. When I went down to rent the hall, I 
found that it was taken on the date I 
thought I had reserved! A panicky fear 
gripped my heart as I stood at the man- 
ager’s desk, the money for the deposit lay- 
ing untouched between us. 

“There must be some mistake!” I 
stormed. “I told you six weeks ago that I 


with deliberate 


wanted that date.” 

“There has been a mistake, Miss Aa- 
thony, a most regrettable error on our 
part.” From the pained on 
his face I could see that he was sorry, but 
that didn’t help the situation any. He 
babbled out an explanation, half of which 
I didn’t even bother to follow. It all added 
up to one hard, inescapable fact—curtains 
for all my beautiful dreams. 

I barely heard the manager saying. 
“. . . so the clerk who told you that date 
was open, the fact 
that the hall was previously reserved. For 
a jazz concert,” he added, with a sniff of 


expression 


somehow overlooked 


disapproval. 

Then he mentioned the promoter of the 
affair, a concert of big-name musicians 
playing together in a big jazz festival. and 
I almost collapsed. It was Phil Atkins, 
my former partner! 

In a daze, I left the backstage office and 
made my way through the empty hall, its 
vastness lighted by the glaring lights of 
the maintenance crew. Around the walls, 
near the high ceiling, were panels bearing 
the names of noted classical composers, 
and as I| turned at the rear of the audi- 
torium and gazed down the rows and rows 
of empty seats, a dry rasping sob escaped 
my lips. 

My nerves, strung taut during the hec- 
tic weeks of preparation, seemed to snap 
like rubber bands and I slumped into a 
seat on the aisle and surrendered to scald- 
ing tears of anger and frustration. 

Eventually, the mood of self pity passed 
and I was angry with myself for the weak- 
ness I had displayed. No one had seen it, 
yet I was ashamed of my breakdown. All 
my life I had been contemptuous of such 
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feminine traits, and if ever there was a 
time I needed to think clearly and un- 
emotionally, this was it. 

One thing was painfully certain, it was 
too late to rent another hall and a post- 
ponement of six months, as the manager 
had suggested, was out of the question. 
Hastily, I repaired my makeup and rushed 
outside. I hailed a cab and headed up- 
town to Phil’s office. There was still a 
chance that something could be salvaged. 

A short time later, I was impatiently 
pacing the floor of the reception room I 
had once shared with Phil, while waiting 
for his secretary to announce me. The 
place had recently been redecorated and 
apparently my former partner was doing 
all right for himself. 

Standing on a table was a poster an- 
nouncing Phil’s jazz concert. Somehow, 
seeing it in print—the same date and the 
same hall I had planned on—made the 
situation seem more hopeless than ever. 
I didn’t know how, but I just had to per- 
suade Phil to help me out of the jam. 

But even before I finished my explana- 
tion of what had happened, I could tell 
that Phil was no more concerned about me 
than I had been about him the day I 
walked out of our partnership. He was too 
busy gloating. So I was forced to meet 
him on his terms, and now that the bargain 
had been made, he had canceled his con- 
cert to make way for mine. 

And even knowing that I had put myself 
mn the auction block for him lost some 
of its sting as I devoted all my energy and 
thoughts to the big event. Somehow, I had 
the feeling that when the showdown came, 
! could talk my way out. 

The next few weeks flew past and things 
were moving so smoothly I got a little con- 
cerned. The concert was definitely a sell- 
out and Jack, the few times I saw him, 
seemed to have acquired a confidence that 
was reassuring. But Phil had made no 
effort to collect on the bargain we had 
made and I couldn’t figure his angle. What 
was he waiting for? 


FTER THE FIRST SHOCK at the 

realization of what Phil wanted of 
me, I no longer thought of it in personal 
terms. I had always shied away from be- 
coming involved with men, mainly because 
emotional entanglements would have in- 
terfered with the things I had set out to 
accomplish. 

But now that an affair was being forced 
on me, I was startled to find I was looking 
forward to the adventure with something 
akin to pleasure. I had never thought of 
Phil in terms of love and romance, al- 
though he was likeable enough. 

lhe more I thought about it, the more 
curious I became to “see what it was like.” 
Staging a concert with a virtually unknown 
irtist had taken a tremendous amount of 
hard work and I think I relished the idea 

being able to relax and let down my 
guard. 

By the time the concert was a week 
80 





away, there was nothing left for me to do 
except sweat it out. I’d taken every pre- 
caution I could think of and it had been a 
couple of weeks since I'd last seen Jack. 
Prof. Janek had demanded every moment 
of Jack’s days and most of his nights. Be- 
tween my mounting anxiety over what 
Phil had in store for me, and my uncer- 
tainty about the concert, I was almost a 
nervous wreck. 

One evening, with the big event only 
three days off, the suspense became al- 
most unbearable. I started out for a long 
walk to clear my mind and somehow ended 
up in the lobby of Phil’s hotel. I went up 
without being announced and when the 
door swung open, Phil looked out at me 
with a quizzical expression on his face. 
“Something wrong?” he asked. 

Something about the sound of his voice 
and the quiet coziness of his room soothed 
me and I felt completely at ease as I fol- 
lowed him inside. He started clearing the 
newspapers from the armchair. 

“Don’t bother,” I told him. “I'll just sit 
here, if you don’t mind.” I sat on the edge 
of the bed and Phil shrugged his shoulders. 

“Help yourself. Drink?” 

I nodded, and while he fixed my glass, 
I slipped off my shoes and doubled my legs 
under me. I hadn’t realized how tired I 
was. He handed me my drink and raised 
his glass. 

“Here’s luck on Saturday night,” he said. 

I took a sip, then asked, “Afraid you 
won't be able to collect if the concert lays 
an egg?” 

“Don’t worry, I'll collect 

There was an awkward pause. “It'll be 
a success,” I murmured, half to myself. 
“It’s got to be!” 

“Now who’s worried?” Phil jibed. “Is 
that why you came here?” 

“Partly.” I felt my pulse race as I 
looked up into his rugged face and felt his 
eyes sweeping over me. Was it the drink 
or his nearness that caused this strange 
new excitement? Or had I worked myself 
into a receptive mood just thinking about 
what might happen? 

Whatever the cause, when Phil’s kiss 
crushed against my lips and I felt his 
hands pressing against my back, the wild 
pounding of my heart and the soaring, 
floating sensation inside me was like 
nothing I’d ever experienced. I lay back 
in his arms, reveling in the sensuous emo- 
tions his caresses aroused. 

The sweet agony that gripped me was 
too much to bear and I moaned and twisted 
in his embrace. Then I covered his face 
with hot, moist kisses that spoke plainer 
than any words I knew. 

Endless moments later, Phil drew back 
and stood gazing down at me with a faint 
smile hovering on his lips. “Why did you 
come here tonight, Hazel?” 

“T owe you a debt,” I said provocatively. 
“Don’t you want to collect?” 

He picked up my shoes from the floor 
and held them out to me. He didn’t say 
a word. He didn’t have to. The contempt 
was unmistakably written all over his face. 


”? 





For a moment I just stood there staring 
at the black suede pumps in his hand, 
Then his harsh laughter rang in my ears 
and I knew that this was no ordinary con. 
quest for him. It was also revenge. 

He was making me pay, in the most 
humiliating way imaginable, for all the 
slights and snubs and double-deals I had 
handed him. Seeing me throw myself at 
him, beg for his love and sneeringly re. 
jecting me was his revenge. His words, 
“... not if you were the last woman in 
the world!” burned my ears as I fled. 

Never had such hate filled my being. 
Yet, I knew then that despite myself, if 
he ever wanted me I would come running. 
It was a galling, debasing thought, but [| 
had to admit to myself that at last I had 
fallen totally and hopelessly in love. 

I avoided Phil after that night of im. 
pulse and humiliation, but on the evening 
of the concert I half way expected to see 
him come striding through the lobby of 
the auditorium. But when the house lights 
dimmed and Jack began to sing, I'd still 
seen no sign of Phil. 

I had somewhat recovered from the 
nauseating experience in the hotel room 
and I consoled myself that despite Phil’s 
low opinion of me I would prove myself 
with a huge success. Jack, I was positive, 
would not let me down. It was the only 
thing to which I had to cling. 

Nervously, I paced the lobby, smoking 
cigarettes chain fashion until intermission. 
Then, despite my determination to listen 
in on comments of the audience, I fled to 
the nearest bar. The drinks helped the 
time pass a little more swiftly and eventu- 
ally, I started back to the hall. I found the 
stage door and met Prof. Janek shuffling 
out, sadly shaking his head. 

“Six months more,” I heard him mumble 
as he passed me, unseeing. “If only he had 
waited six months—” 

Jack was nowhere in sight, so I had 
to wait for the reaction of the critics in 
the early morning papers. The doorman 
of my apartment brought me copies of the 
first editions to hit the newsstands and | 
hurriedly leafed through them to the music 
section. Their verdict was unanimous. 
Jack had talent, but— 

One or two of the reviews sarcastically 
commented on the folly of a pop singer 
tackling the classics. I flung myself on 
the bed, surrounded by the crumpled news- 
papers that carried the death notices of 
all my glowing dreams. I cried myself to 
sleep. 

I learned the next day that Jack had 
left New York and gone upstate to enroll 
at the music school in Rochester. My 
beautiful bubble had burst, my dreams 
of riding to the top on Jack’s success van- 
ished overnighi. 

For the first time in a life dominated 
by selfishness and blind, driving ambition, 
I yearned for a strong shoulder to cry on. 
But I had waited too long. Too late I 
learned that there is nothing more mise? 
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able or lonely than a woman without a 
man. 

Jack’s ill-fated concert apparently 
spurred him on to the goal I had inspired 
in him, for the last I heard, he was sky- 
rocketing to fame as a singer of classics. 

I guess Grandma was right when she 
said that no man likes a woman who 
“pushes too much,” especially when she 
tramples under foot everything that is 
good and decent in her mad scramble to 
satisfy her ambition. 

At any rate, I still live in the hope that 
someday Phil will return to collect the 
debt I owe him, and my repentant heart 


can’t help hoping that when he does, he’ll 
stay a while. THE END 





King Cole 


(Continued from Page 29) 

“When I’m free, will you marry me?” 

Maria only nodded, too electrified to 
speak. 


But there were still many bridges to 
cross. Nat was legally chained to another 
woman, and a divorce would take months 
to become final. Nevertheless, Maria waited 
for her man, and in 1948 she got him. 

The Easter Sunday marriage of Maria 
Ellington, daughter of a retired Boston 
postal worker, to Nathaniel Cole, son of a 


Chicago Baptist minister, provided the 
most spectacular wedding Harlem had 
seen in 25 years. Their vows were ex- 


changed in New York’s Abyssinian Baptist 
Church with Congressman-pastor Adam 
Clayton Powell conducting the nuptials, | 
and a choir of 70 voices singing. Those 
who came to witness included top names 
in the celebrity Blue Book. Among them: 
pianist Hazel Scott, singers Sarah Vaughan 
and Maxine Sullivan, and the late enter- 
tainment greats, actor Canada Lee and tap 
dancer Bill Robinson. 

The wedding reception was enjoyed by 
350 persons who partook of caviar, roast 
beef, hams, and turkeys while champagne 
flowed as endlessly as the Hudson River, 
and the wedding bill ran to $17,000. 

When the old shoes and rice had cleared, 
Nat and his bride flew South of the Border 
to the land of frijoles and tortillas. On 
the balcony of their $60-a-day Acapulco 
hotel suite, they kissed languidly and 
drank in the exquisite view of the majestic 
countryside. Later they sailed adventur- 
ously into a bay where Spaniards once 
anchored their galleons, and drifted wide- 
eyed through the floating gardens of Xochi- 
mileo, In the Plaza del Toros, Nat shot 
color movies of the bullfights, and Maria 
became upset when a bull ripped a bloody 
gash into a horse. 

The glorious days of their Mexico honey- 
moon are recalled in awe-struck words by 
Maria: “I felt like Cinderella with all the 
magic of that mythical golden slipper 
working in my favor. Nothing like it had 
ever happened to me before.” 
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WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’s Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to gnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (whichis a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are fertile. 
Most important — these peel fertile days of yours are the 
only days when you will be most likely = conceive a child. 
And you get these special fertile da ot ye urs easily and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best of all— 
sore. and the Church approved and recommended ADVIS- 

GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS. A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy gimme. It cam do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% money ik guarantee. Just send me your 
name and mad ress with 35c in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
marked apenas and complete with simple instructions—pay 
plus ayy on this 100% mone: guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If you are os 
completely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the —_S 
helps you in your marriage relations—return it tome. Ul 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42¢ tage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 
Because then ! pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Wirs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 414 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO..1000 SIXTH AVE.,NYO.18,NY, 
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To cap it all, Nat received a wire in 
Mexico from Capitol Records. It bore the 
message that his waxing of Nature Boy had 
sold its way into the “smash hit” category. 
As they planed northward to Nat’s next 
booking at the end of their honeymoon, the 
crooner slipped his arm around his bride 
and whispered: “This is going to be it, 
Skeez.” 

They looked hopefully to Nat’s expand- 
ing future, and Maria declared: “I’m going 
to help you, darling. Whenever you need 
me, I'll be there.” 

Nat has needed her ever since, and she 
has always been there. Nat is the first to 
tell of her wonders: 

“She created order out of chaos, 
me conscious of expenditures and the need 
for efficient accounting.” 

Maria is looked upon by her husband as 
a shrewd, able administrator whose de- 
cisions have saved him thousands. 

Only Nat’s music is left strictly to the 
King himself. But even there, Maria has 
once invaded, and shown the queen’s touch. 
She advised Nat to record Walkin’ My 
Baby Back Home, and it became a big 
seller. 

Maria realizes her value to her husband, 
and is proud of it. Says she: “I like to 
think that I’ve helped Nat. I know he has 
done a lot for me. The mutual respect that 
we have for each other has kept our mar- 
riage on a happy and sound basis... . 
Were I to try to explain the success of my 
marriage to Nat, I’d unhesitatingly say that 
it is based on unselfishness, integrity, trust 
and love. What more can anyone ask for!” 

Knowing the treacherous pitfalls that 
have caused many a _ highly-spotlighted 
marriage to stumble and collapse, the 
Coles work to keep theirs rich and strong. 
They spend at least five months a year in 
their $85,000 Hancock Park mansion in 
Los Angeles, and have an agreement to 
always be there together on Christmas, no 
matter how large an offer Nat gets for a 
Yuletide engagement. They have two chil- 
dren: Carol, 8. an adopted daughter whom 
they call “Cookie,” and four-year-old Nata- 
lie, nicknamed “Sweetie.” Both have 
added zest to the Coles married life. 

Nat also takes added precautions to 
keep his marriage happy. When he went 
to Europe last year, he took Maria along 
and the two made a second honeymoon of 
his eight-country tour of the continent. 

Thus, Nat (King) Cole became a merry 
old soul in matters matrimonial. Says he: “I 
found myself living according to a definite 
plan and liked it. Life was no longer vague 
and indefinite. I knew where I was going.” 

Today, Nat Cole is the No. 1 popular 
singer in the world. He usually has several 
hit records going at one time, and earns an 
estimated $400,000 annually as a single, 
having long since abandoned his trio. 

But behind his newfound success has 
been an inspiring love story. As Nat him- 
self admits: “I hate to appear immodest, 
but marrying Maria was a major stroke of 


genius.” THE END 


made 


On The Records 
(Continued from Page 17) 


tunate thing that could have happened for — 
him as a recording artist. Since he left — 
Ellington, he has recorded on two or three — 
minor labels but none of them seemed to 
have any noticeable luck with his releases, 
The last sides he recorded before he joined 
up with Decca were releases on the Nor. 
gran label and featured him crooning 
eight of the tunes he made famous with 
Ellington (I’m Just A Lucky So And So, 
I Let A Song Go Out Of My Heart, Don’t 
You Know I Care, Every Hour, On The 
Hour, Little Brown Book, Flamingo, Soli- 
tude and Shouldn’t Happen To A Dream), 

Marketed first as singles, the sides are 
now available in an album titled “Al 
Hibbler Sings Duke Ellington.” 

As an Ellington vocal star. Hibbler 
made a special mark. He stayed with the 
band longer than any other vocalist ex- 
cepting the late Ivie Anderson. Before 
Hibbler joined Duke, he lived intimately 
with Kansas City jazz and the blues. The 
combination had influenced his style and— 
showed up in his singing by the time he © 
took his spot in the Ellington band. : 








LAMENT 


My heart is greased now. 
It will spin the miles 
Like a thoroughbred. 


My heart is greased now: 
No hands can cup it 
Like a dew-scented rose. 


My heart is greased now: 
Still the beating drums. 


Love is dead. 
—Penny Wright 


NOT STRANGE 


O do not think it strange, my dear 
Should I bow on my knees, 
And ask to hold your little hand, 
Or beg to serve you, please! 


And do not think it strange, sweet 
one, 

Should | build you a throne, 

Then conquer some island far away 

For you to rule and own. 


My darling, do nut be surprised, 
At what I do or say, 
Strange are the ways of love, you 
know, 
When you’re caught in its sway. 
—Roberta Wrain 
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